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Summary


Annabeth's thoughts after Luke's death. Songfic: Tattoo. R&R Please! Edited and newly posted, Enjoy!


Notes


Disclaimer – Percy Jackson is mine I tell you, all mine! laughs evilly


 


Oh, oh, oh


No matter what you say about love I keep coming back for more Keep my hand in the fire Sooner or later, I'll get what I'm asking for


I know you don't believe in love, you've told me often enough, But I can't help wishing you might notice I love you. Not as a boyfriend as everyone believes, but as a brother. So I keep coming back for more and all you do is break my heart.


No matter what you say about life I learn every time I bleed That truth is a stranger Soul is in danger, I gotta let my spirit be free


You say Life isn't fair but I can't help wishing it was that we would each live happily ever after, like people do in the fairy tales. But I only end up being attacked by the monsters. When we ran away you promised you would always look after me and never let them hurt me. You ended up being the one that hurt me the most, not physically (you never harmed a hair on my head) but emotionally you broke something in me.


To admit that I'm wrong And then change my mind


It takes me forever to believe you were the traitor. I refuse to believe you could be the one to betray me, because of that promise you made, the first one you broke. When I finally change my mind and admit you betrayed us, I cry. Because now I know you'll never be the 'older brother' I loved.


Sorry but I have to move on And leave you behind


You ask me to join the Titan army with you. Say I'll be safe and we can be family again and it hurts to realise you never really knew me if you can think, even for a minute, that I would agree to this. So I separate you in my mind and only think of you as the traitor.


I can't waste time so give it a moment I realize, nothing's broken No need to worry 'bout everything I've done Live every second like it was my last one


At the end when Percy gives my knife to you and I realise you will die a Hero like you wanted I feel something inside me lighten, because you chose the right thing, and no-one, no-one will be able to say you were evil again. I don't have to worry anymore that I was part of the reason you went to Kronos anymore, because you were the one who destroyed him. I opened the lock I'd put on all the pre-Kronos memories.


Don't look back at a new direction I loved you once, needed protection


I won't look back at the bad things you did, but I will remember you as the good person you were before Kronos got to you and I'll never forget the sacrifice you made, so that everyone could live a free life. I'll always remember the way the you protected me when I ran away from home.


You're still a part of everything I do You're on my heart just like a tattoo


Percy used to be jealous of you, he tells me, and when I told him not to expect me to forget you he said he didn't. He's always going to be there he said, because no matter what you'd done you'd loved me and he had to believe you would be watching me, from wherever you were.


(Just like a tattoo, I'll always have you I'll always have you, I'll always have you)


I'm sick of playing all of these games It's not about taking sides


It wasn't about taking your side; I did what was best, what would protect the most people. I had to make the right choice and, I think, in the end I made it. Even if it meant that for a while you hated me, I had to deal with that. It wasn't a game it was always my life.


When I looked in the mirror, didn't deliver It hurt enough to think that I could


Stop, admit that I'm wrong And then change my mind


Once I made my choice I tried not to think about what could-have-been, it only made me hurt all the more. When we were in the sea of monsters and I wanted to hear the sirens, I saw you, Did you know? We were sitting in front of a new world that I had designed, with my mum and dad, and we were happy. It was then I found out that my fatal flaw was Pride, I try not to become to prideful, but when you are the architect of Olympus it's hard. Percy's always happy to deflate my head when it starts to get too big.


Sorry but I gotta be strong And leave you behind


(Just like a tattoo, I'll always have you I'll always have you)


I've had to be strong my whole life, and I always thought I did alright, but walking away from you was one of the hardest things I've ever had to do. If it was hard for me you should have seen Thalia, She became a huntress because of you, but I don't think she will last. I hope that one day soon she falls in love, if anyone deserves it, she does.


If I live every moment Won't change any moment Still a part of me and you


So now I do my best to live every moment, be a kid, enjoy the fun things in life and every so often I think of you, remember the days when we were running from the monsters and hope you are happy.


I will never regret you Still the memory of you Marks everything i do


I've never regretted knowing you, Luke. I see memories of you everywhere and in everything I do.


Just like a tattoo I'll always have you


I'll always love you Luke. As Thalia put it you're a tattoo on the hearts of those who knew you and no-one who knew you will ever forget you.
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A short percabeth one-shot, slightly au. Written for a friend who thought Percy would be very distracted by mechanical pencils. I agree, with a twist. This takes place at Camp Half-Blood during an unfortunately dull lesson that leads to an unexpected revelation from annabeth.


Disclaimer: I don’t own any of these characters! Also, this idea about the awesome magical mechanical pencil came from my dear friend ImaginIsa on fanfiction.net!


I fidgeted in my seat, squirming on the now uncomfortably warm plastic and trying to ignore the breeze coming in through the window, carrying a whiff of the barbecue just getting started and the sounds of other demigods having fun. How dare they frolic while I’m—


“Mr. Jackson? Perseus? Is there anybody in there?”


I jerked suddenly and sat up straight, belatedly becoming aware of Chiron frowning down at me.


“Annabeth, would you kindly tell the class from which plant a winner’s garland or circlet would be made?”


“That would be laurel,” she said smugly.


I rolled my eyes. Of course the one question I wasn’t paying attention to (okay fine, I wasn’t paying attention to the rest either) was the one I knew, and of course Annabeth would get it right. And humiliate me at the same time.


Annabeth smirked in my direction. I mouthed "show off" when Chiron turned around.


He resumed his lecture, stopping every few minutes to pick on another victim.


I pulled at the corner of my notebook, plucking paper shreds out of the wire spirals. Soon, a snowball sized pile rested on the corner of my desk. I snuck a glance at Grover. He was listening intently. I decided I should probably fix that.


“Grover. Grover!” I whispered as loudly as I dared.


He shifted to look at me, periodically glancing guiltily over his shoulder at Chiron’s pacing form.


“Want a snack?”


He nodded, smiling. I scooped the pile up and dumped it onto his desk, receiving a glare from Annabeth in the process.


For a moment I didn’t know what to do with myself. Take notes? You’ve got to be kidding me. We’d been in this classroom for like half and hour and I’d already rather fly across the country at Zeus’s mercy than listen to this lecture for another second!


A tap on my shoulder interrupted my pity party for one. I looked up to see Annabeth’s startlingly deep gray eyes a few inches from my face and did my best to ignore the nervous fluttering in my stomach.


Wordlessly, she handed a plastic cylindrical object to me then quickly sat back down and went back to taking notes as if nothing had happened. I smiled widely before I could help myself, then set the object on my desk, shielding it with my forearm.


I arched an eyebrow. It was a green mechanical pencil. Ugh, another reminder to take notes. As if I would read them later—ha! I lifted it up and examined it, looking between her and the pencil with a mixture of amusement and confusion. She looked back at me and seemed a bit startled to have caught my gaze, but recovered quickly and made a rotating motion with her fingers.


I glanced at her, confused.


She rolled her eyes. “Twist it,” she mouthed.


I took two ends of the pencil in opposite hands, then almost gasped aloud when they began to wriggle of their own accord. A tiny window appeared suspended between the two halves that had rolled apart a bit like a scroll. It had three rows of six tiny white blocks with letters and numbers. I stared at them for a moment before using the tip of my old pencil to slide them around. I spelled out hydra for the hell of it. I barely held back a yelp when suddenly a long green spark flipped acrobatically out of the pencil’s eraser and sprouted multiple heads with glittering purple eyes hissing and roaring soundlessly. After a few seconds it dissolved, leaving nothing behind. I glanced around. Annabeth was still perfectly focused on the lecture. Grover was chewing the last of my paper scraps. The class seemed not to have noticed my unexpected guest. I turned back to the pencil with a wicked grin. What to make now…


Before I knew it, Chiron was saying, “Class dismissed,” and I was scrambling to cover a hippocampus doing flips a few inches above my desk.


Everyone else was almost out of the room by the time I had packed, unpacked, and repacked my backpack to retrieve Annabeth’s pencil that I had accidentally shoved in with the rest of my stuff. I turned around to find the last few students shuffling out, Annabeth included.


“Hey, Annabeth, wait!”


I scrambled after her, just catching up as we neared a cluster of benches.
“Wait, Annabeth, here’s your pencil, um, thanks, that helped a lot. It’s so awesome, like how did you even get this, who made it? Like the first time I used it I was like WHOA what is that?! It was amazing!” Stop rambling stop omigosh you’re embarrassing yourself she already sort of hates you wait why did she help you out then maybe she felt sorry for you stop it!


“You’re welcome,” she said, taking the pencil back. I thought I saw a faint blush on her cheeks after our hands touched, but hell, maybe that’s just me projecting.


She was unzipping her pencil case to stuff it in when the tip of the pencil caught on the zipper and the whole thing flew into the air. Pencils, pens, erasers- you name it, it was now all over the ground at our feet.


“I’m sorry!” Annabeth said, dropping to her knees to collect them all. I stooped to help her, noticing something a bit odd.


“Annabeth… why is everything green?” I said, laughing. “Seriously, do you have a secret crush on Shrek?”


She laughed, a definite blush appearing this time.


“Not Shrek,” she muttered quietly, moving a strand of hair behind her ear and looking at her feet.


“Is green your favorite color? Should I only buy you presents in green now? Is there a specific green you like better than other greens?” I teased as we stood up.


“Yes.” She said quietly and I stopped walking suddenly.


“And?” I prompted, trying to keep my voice even.


She shifted uncomfortably, then whispered, “I like the ones that remind me of your eyes.”


And then she turned away, hiding the blush spreading across her cheeks and was hurrying off to lunch, hunched around the bundle of books and papers in her arms like some blonde Hermione circa Sorcerer’s Stone and it was so cute and then I realized I was still over here and all I wanted was to be over there.


And so I started running after her, which was probably going to be a habit I realized, but I didn’t care. Annabeth was worth the chase, pun intended.
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Summary


Falling in love isn't the hardest fall. A collection of stories that follow Percy and Annabeth throughout their relationship, from the beginning to the end.


Notes


These drabbles focus on Percy and Annabeth and are not all related or in any kind of order. Hope you enjoy!


Life
There is another universe out there where he is with Annabeth and they are happy. Maybe they have a small apartment in the city, one with a broken radiator and age-blurred windows and floorboards that creak when they walk from room to room. It is filled with used and comfortable furniture found at flea markets, worn blankets from his childhood, books upon books on sturdy shelves that line the walls like art. Weapons rest on the same shelves as their DVDs and candles; nectar and ambrosia wait in their pantry next to cereal boxes and crackers. It is a confused mess of two worlds smashed together, and sometimes he gets overwhelmed thinking about the dual lives they try to lead, but it is theirs, all of it. It is home.


Here, Annabeth curls up on the couch with her sketchbooks and fills pages with her dreams of towering columns and gables, fountains and statues and gardens. Here, Percy leans back and flips through the channels on the television, rubbing circles into the cold soles of Annabeth's feet, kicked up into his lap.


Here, they sit on the kitchen floor at three in the morning and eat pasta from the pan, take long gulps from the same bottle of wine. They can laugh about certain things, now, talk in low voices about others—like Thalia, Bianca di Angelo, Charlie and Silena, Luke. They talk about their parents, about Olympus, about what might come next. Percy plays with the fingers on Annabeth's left hand and thinks about the ring he's stashed at the bottom of their closet. It's slim, silver, with an inlay of pearlescent coral, and he starts to sweat every time he thinks about it. Annabeth, oblivious, as far as he knows, leans over to kiss him. She takes like wine and chapstick and he can't look away.


Here, they sleep in until noon and shower until the water runs cold. Here, they come back from quests scratched and bleeding and exhausted, patch their wounds, fall into bed and fall into each other until the night is impossible to resist. They get take-out and invite Grover and Clarisse and Will over, try to keep the Stoll twins from breaking everything they own, hope that Rachel doesn't succumb to any prophecies that might throw their lives into more chaos.


Here, they build something they hadn't known possible. They still search for new demigods, visit camp, take occasional trips to Olympus, and fight monsters on the way to dinner, but these things gradually become parts of their everyday lives, their new normal.


There exists this other universe, somewhere, where he is with Annabeth and they are happy. Percy does not know what this place is like, but as he and Annabeth fall through open darkness, Tartarus waiting to catch them somewhere far below, he feels this other life press an ache against his chest. He misses it. He misses the warmth of their place in the summer, the slick slide of Annabeth's skin against his as they lie in bed, the way her candles light a fire in her eyes and make the rooms smell like vanilla and sugar.


He misses a place he has never been, a life he has never lived, but he is here, with her. They are together. And wherever they are headed, that will have to be enough.


Prayers
The months that Percy is gone are spent in a kind of disbelieving, frenetic haze. Annabeth searches for him during the day, pouring over maps and books and pages upon pages that lie open on her laptop, waiting for updates, but there's no trace of a tall, ocean-eyed man-boy who can control the seas and talk to horses. She tosses drachma upon drachma into rainbows, speaks to people and creatures that she and Percy have helped on their quests, begs for news—any kind of news, good or bad—but there is nothing. He has vanished. Gone.


She doesn't believe it.


Percy and Grover have an empathy link, one that has grown dull and empty, one that has not been severed, so they know that something odd has happened. It's not surprising; something odd seems to happen to them every so often, something that forces them to save the world, over and over, something that makes them hate their parents a little bit more each time. And though she and Percy don't share any kind of link the way he and Grover do, she's convinced that she'd know. If something terrible had happened to Percy, she would know.


So she looks for him. She takes quests that allow her to go beyond the camp's borders, scours news stories that might have anything to do with demigods or monsters, loiters around the Big House in hopes that a messenger might deliver word of Percy, her stupid Seaweed Brain.


And at night, she sneaks into his cabin, slips under his sheets, and prays.


Her father has his God—singular He—despite knowing of her gods. He has a leather-bound Bible on his bookshelf, pages worn down, given to him by his grandfather. Annabeth isn't sure if it's a belief built from familiarity or something he holds on to in respect and remembrance, but she recalls times that she's seen him before meals or going to bed, head bowed, lips murmuring silent words she couldn't catch. Prayers, words sent up in thanks and appreciation and devotion.


There aren't any prayers that she knows, or gods that she might pray to that would help. She pulls Percy's covers up around her shoulders and rests her head on his pillow—his pillow, that smells more of her than it does him, now—and thinks of her mother, too wise, too knowing, too detached from the whipping fever of human emotion. Has her mother ever known the heartache of missing someone lost? Has she ever wished with all of her being to just have one person, one thing, with her again?


Annabeth doesn't cry. She closes her eyes and breathes deep the smell of sea water and worn wood and fraying, tested rope and thinks of him. She is going to find him. She just needs a little help. A clue, a hint, something that might guide her towards the right path. Something out in the world knows where Percy is—please, she thinks, wishes, please, help me bring him back.


Beginning
Percy spends his summer after high school graduation on the lake at Camp Half Blood, building a cottage. It’s hard work—harder than he thought, even with all the help from his friends, even with the overly-precise blueprints he dug out from the bottom of Annabeth’s desk drawer—but he knows that it’s worth it. He knows that, once Annabeth gets back from her jaunt around the Mediterranean, she is going to love it.


Days pass. Endless days filled with sunshine and strawberries and splinters in his palms, Iris messages full of smiles and promises, hearts bursting with the future.


Each day, the cottage nears completion. Floors, frames, walls. Windows. A roof. His chest tightens when Grover helps him attach the front door. It’s stupid to get emotional over something so small, Percy knows that, but it doesn’t feel small. It feels like the biggest thing in the world, this door. A vivid teal color, brass handle, knocker in the shape of a trident with etchings of owls. He knows what this means.


He only hopes that Annabeth does.


The day she’s due to return, it’s a warm August afternoon, and the sun peers through the white, airy curtains in their sparse sitting room. Percy paces the short hallway. What if she doesn’t like it? He never asked her permission to use her design—only remembered a time before Tartarus, before the Battle of Manhattan, before they became heroes—a time when she stared wistfully across Long Island Sound and told her that she dreamt of building something that was all hers, something that would last. And after everything, that’s what he wanted for her. A place she could call home. And him, too, if she wanted.


So he paces, walks from the sitting room to the kitchen, down the hall to the bedroom. Hers? Theirs? He stands in the doorway and sees himself there, in the trident that’s perched in the corner next to her weapon stand; the comics that rest on her bookshelf; the warm, blue blanket his mom gave to him stretching across the bed. He hasn’t moved her things from the Athena cabin in yet—he doesn’t want to get presumptuous—but he’s set aside room in the small closet for her scrolls and artefacts, room in the dresser for her clothes.


And as he looks at the empty spaces just waiting for her touch, he realizes that he already thinks of this place as theirs.


A knock at the door has his heart falling to his feet.


She’s here. She’s here. What’s she going to say?


Oh gods.


“Perce?” Grover. Just Grover. “Hey, man. Annabeth’s at the Big House. You might want to at least stand on the porch so she knows what’s going on.”


She’s here. Percy nods to himself. She’s going to love it, he tells himself, again and again and again, opening the front door and hovering on the porch that overlooks the Camp. Grover sits on the swing. They both wait for Annabeth to come out of the Big House. Percy’s not sure that he can move.


And then he sees her—hair like spun gold, sun-tanned skin, long, bare legs. Beautiful. Beautiful not because he hasn’t seen her all summer but because she’s Annabeth and everything is impossible without her. His fingers itch to touch her. Clarisse distracts her, talking about whatever, as she steps from the Big House, as they walk a few feet into camp. When she turns and sees the cottage, sees Grover, sees Percy leaning against the column that supports the porch roof, she stops.


Percy waves. He can’t breathe.


She takes a few slow steps forward, then breaks into a run, stopping only when she throws her arms around Percy’s neck and hugs him to her. Her shirt rides up and he feels her, warm like the Grecian sun, sea-smooth like Aegean sands, warm against his hands—gods, did he miss her.


She sighs his name. “Oh, Percy. What is this?”


“It’s…” And when he sees the tears in her eyes, the wonder on her face, his words get caught somewhere in his mouth. He takes her hand and leads her up the few stairs to the porch. “I built it. For you.”


She reaches out her free hand to touch the door knocker, runs her fingers across the trident, traces the owls. Wordlessly she shakes her head. Percy wants to tell her everything—how he remembered her plans; how he talked to Chiron about the huge community in Camp Jupiter and the town that they built, the families they fostered; how he thought they could start something similar here, in New York, if Chiron would support it. He wants to tell her about the windows he built toward the light, so she could sit in a chair and read. He wants to tell her about the solar-panels on the roof and the rug in the bedroom that Juniper wove for them and the painting in the sitting room from his mom.


He wants to ask if she likes it.


“You want to come inside?” he asks instead, placing her hand on the doorknob.


She laughs and swipes at her tears with her other hand. “You built this for me?”


“Something permanent,” he says, nodding, leaning down to press a brief kiss to her lips. Please, he thinks, hopes, prays. Her cloud-gray eyes look right through him, right into his heart, right into the part of his soul that is entirely wrapped up in hers. He loves her entirely too much. He doesn’t know what he’d do if she turned and walked away.


She takes a deep breath, then opens the door.


Percy doesn’t have harpies dancing around in his chest. “Come on,” he says, grinning, watching her take it all in, watching her take her first steps into their home. “Let me show you around.”


Anchor
As the Argo II speeds towards Kansas, Topeka 32, and whatever awaits them there, Annabeth lies in her bunk and tries to sleep. She knows she needs to, especially now, after finally starting their quest, but she can’t get her thoughts to slow.


She’s found Percy—and he remembers her. The prophesied Seven are finally together, a group she hadn’t exactly expected, a group with a lot of extra baggage. Their journey to Rome has begun. The ship needs repairs. Her mother’s quest sits at the back of her mind, always, like a persistent tick attached to her brain. Leo doesn’t look her in the eye. A chill tingles across her spine…


Annabeth throws back her blanket and gets out of bed. Fresh air. Fresh air will help.


She pulls open her door and pokes her head into the hall. Coach Hodge stopped banging around about three hours ago, and she can hear his bleating snores trying to escape from his room, but that doesn’t mean he hasn’t rigged some kind of system to wake him when his demigod charges are sneaking around after curfew. She wants to scoff—they are several thousand feet in the air, on a flying Greek trireme, sailing to what feels like their deaths. What does he think they’re going to do? Jump ship?


(That might not be out of the question, considering.)


But no doors open, nobody comes out, nothing happens at all as she moves quietly down the hallway and makes her way up the stairs. She thinks about waking Percy, but he needs to sleep more than he needs to sit outside with her. They’ve had a long day.


She steps onto the deck, a cool wind pulling goosebumps to her bare arms. There is no sound to the night besides the ship moving beneath her. She walks to the railing, splintered now after the hiccup in New Rome. The Argo II really is an amazing piece of work, and to look at it now, falling to pieces, she hurts for Leo.


She shivers again. She’s not entirely sure it has to do with the cold.


Deciding that it’s better not to have the sniffles while she’s trying to prepare for battle with Mother Nature, Annabeth sits on the railing next the main control panel for the ship and near Festus, still warm even as a dragon’s head. It’s on autopilot so that Leo can get few hours of sleep. He’s insisted that it’s safe, but Annabeth would rather be nearby. Just in case.


For a while, she enjoys watching the stars, catching low-hanging cloud vapor between her fingers. It’s a nice night, the moon sitting up high, lighting their way; the land stretching wide beneath them.


And for a while, she allows herself to be cold, to be still. There is no telling when she will be able to have another few minutes to herself like this. Of all the quests she’s been a part of, all of the prophecies, not one has felt so suffocating—she must try to be a leader on this team and help to save the world from Gaea, all while trying to find the Mark of Athena and also save her mother. It is both everything and nothing like holding up the sky. The pressure in her chest is crushing.


“Up all alone?”


Annabeth’s heart jerks. She leans backwards, grips the railing so she doesn’t slip off the edge of the ship, and turns to glare at Percy, who stands at the mouth of the stairs with his hands in his pockets, sheepish. Shirtless. Not that she’s staring. “Festus and I were spending some time together,” she says, feeling her face soften as he walks up to her and she can see his messy hair and drawn eyes. “He’s the only one on this boat who doesn’t talk so much.”


Percy shrugs, leaning against the rail and resting his head against her arm. He yawns. They spend a quiet minute looking out at the world before he says, “I don’t know. Jason’s a pretty quiet guy.”


“He’s spent most of the time you’ve known him unconscious.”


 “Yeah.” He grins at her. “I like that about him.”


She can’t help but laugh. It’s brief. Jason, son of Jupiter, strength of his camp. “He’s good, Percy.”


“Yeah.” This time he sighs. It’s weary, heavy, and after he jumps up to sit next to her on the railing, their feet swinging free, his shoulders sink. He opens his mouth to say something else, closes it, then just stares at her. The moon is behind him and the angle of light casts his face in shadow. He knows what she’s thinking—about their new team, about the camps and Hera, about Gaea.


And so she asks: “How are we supposed to do this?”


He shakes his head. He reaches up to rest his hand on her neck, his thumb brushing her cheek. “I just want to kiss you.”


“Percy, come on,” she says, but closes her eyes, anyway. Just a few minutes. She can have just a few minutes with him after spending months searching. He’s here, and he remembers her, and that’s all she’s wanted for what feels like a long, long time.


Breathe, Annabeth.


She leans in and kisses him, runs her hands through his sleep-messy hair, feels the knot in her chest relax and unravel like a tight ball of string cut loose. Percy’s hands are warm against her face, her neck, her arms and back and legs, and as much as he’s her anchor, he can still make her feel adrift, lost in how much she desperately needs him, loves him. It’s not wise at all, this connection, this piece of her dependent on him. She can hear her mother’s voice, sane, whispering,He’s a son of Poseidon, my child; he will only leave you to the sea. But she pulls back, frames his face with her hands, those ocean-green eyes bright, and laughs.


“I missed you.” 


Restless
The baby is pushing right against a tight nerve in her back. It’s not the worst pain, but it’s annoying and awkward and keeping her up. Sooner or later her twisting around trying to find a comfortable position is going to wake Percy, and then they’ll both be miserable. They’ve had a long enough day as it is.


So Annabeth struggles to push herself out of the bed. She ends up rolling, then sliding the rest of the way to her feet. Dumb belly. It’s massive. 


Quietly, she makes her way (waddles; she waddles now) out of the bedroom, steps down the hall to the dark sitting room. She could read, or draw, or mess around with designs on Daedalus’s laptop, or do some cleaning up in the kitchen. She could pretend to be a little productive. Or she could sit in her armchair and just enjoy the last month of silence she’s going to get for a long, long time. 


That sounds like the best option. 


She makes herself a glass of juice and leans back into her chair, pulling the throw blanket over her legs. The night outside the window is clear. Stars dot the dark dome of the sky, and Annabeth finds Orion straight ahead, the three stars for his belt, the long stretch of his arm. The Hunter. She can’t help but think of Thalia. She hasn’t been to Camp for months. Is she safe? Has she heard about Annabeth’s pregnancy? Would she laugh or be disappointed or—? 


The worry is heavy. Most of their friends or family had been excited. Sally had been beyond the moon, when they’d told her; grinning at any given moment, touching Annabeth’s stomach, going on about how excited she was—her first grandchild!—and how it was great timing, with Annabeth just out of college and Percy taking a directing spot at Camp. Reactions like that make Annabeth just a bit more certain that this is a good thing, that this is meant to happen. 


But her mother hadn’t been as thrilled. Annabeth wasn’t particularly surprised; Athena had never totally warmed up to Percy. She was pleasant enough, the few times they all came in contact, but it wasn’t a warm, familial relationship between them. It was clear that Athena had a begrudging respect for Percy, tolerated him because Annabeth loved him, and was engaged to marry him, and was carrying his child. 


It was a lot stacked against Athena. Kind of made it clear he’d be around for a while.


So Athena knows. Poseidon knows. He sent a beautiful bassinet made of coral and fossilized sea kelp, embedded pearls and seashells. It currently sits in the corner, waiting for its occupant, waiting for Percy and Grover and everybody he has helping him to finish the extra room they’ve had to add to the cottage. The note that was attached read, “To my newest grandson or granddaughter. Blessings lie ahead.” 


Blessings. Annabeth hopes so. She sits her juice on the windowsill and leans back, closes her eyes. The baby kicks against her hand as she rubs circles onto her belly. Strong, sure kicks. Sign of a fighter. She’s in love with her child already, totally and completely, but there are just a few times, like now, that she’d like to not be expecting. 


Gradually she falls asleep humming a lullaby she’s never heard before, one that sounds like Ancient Grecian music, one that sounds, in her head, oddly familiar. It soothes both Annabeth and the baby like magic.


When she wakes, sunshine pouring into the room, Percy’s moving around in the kitchen, trying (failing) to be silent. At one point he drops a frying pan and curses, looking over to the sitting room with wide eyes. He sighs when he sees she’s awake. “Sorry,” he mumbles, picking up the pan. He places it on the counter and walks over, kneels in front of her. “I was trying to make you breakfast.”


“Appreciate the thought.” She sits up and pushes her arms into the air, as high as she can, and it’s a relief when her joints pop and something in her back lets go. It feels like warm water rushing through her spine. She melts. “Ahhh.”


“Baby keep you up?”


Annabeth nods, then holds out her hands so Percy can help her up. It nags at her, being so dependent, but it’s better than the struggle—and now that Percy does it automatically and she doesn’t have to ask for help, that kind of makes it easier. “For a while,” she says, leaning her forehead into his chest, trying not to moan as he massages the small of her back. “I think… I think Mom helped. I heard this song in my head, so I hummed along, and it calmed the baby enough so that we could both sleep.”


“That was nice of her.” 


Annabeth nods. Maybe it’s not too hopeless, with her mother. Maybe it’ll just take small steps to get there—baby steps. She snorts. “Baby steps,” she says, dissolving into giggles. 


Percy laughs. “That’s pretty bad, Wise Girl.”


The baby kicks again, wiggles around—agreeing with Percy, she supposes. Already his or her father’s pet. “You aren’t both allowed to gang up on me,” she tells them, standing straight. Percy’s hands go to her belly, his palms warm and wide, and she smiles. Her little family. 


Whispered
The first time she tells Percy that she loves him, they’re crouched behind a cluster of boulders in the woods, playing Capture the Flag. It’s hardly what might be considered the appropriate time—they are sweaty and battle-worn, covered in mud, and she’s pretty sure Clarisse is waiting somewhere nearby, ready to ambush them, but Annabeth looks at Percy and feels her breath expand in her chest. It’s warm. Almost giddy.


There’s a smear of dirt stretching the whole right side of his profile. His nose is bloodied, his hair wet and slicked against his head. He’s attractive, in a technical way—she can appreciate the long line of his nose, his jaw, his even, sun-tanned skin. But because she knows him, knows his fierce loyalty, his fear of letting his friends down, his humor and sarcasm and strength—because she was there when he woke in this new world and stood by his side against gods and monsters and Titans—because she knows how it feels to lie beside him in the grass and hold his hand—she sees how beautiful he is, to his heart.


“Hey,” she says, knocking her knuckles against his arm.


Percy turns his ear toward her, his eyes trained to the trees. The woods are silent and still but that does not mean their friends aren’t out there, looking for the flag. Winners of this game don’t have any chores for a week. It’s no wonder Percy’s focused.


“Hey,” Annabeth says again. She takes hold of his arm and tugs. When he finally turns to her and tilts his head, impatient, eyes narrowed at her stillness, she smiles. She is so full of pride at the person he has become—a hero, he is a hero, a son of Poseidon, hers—and she wants to pull his face to hers and kiss him until her lips sting, so she does.


When they part, his grin is sideways and goofy, happy. There’s a faint rustle somewhere to her right. Percy is no longer paying attention to anything but her.


“Definitely not complaining,” Percy says, resting his hand on her knee. “You know, we probably have a few minutes.”


And the way he looks at her, like she’s it, like she’s the only person he ever needs or wants to look at ever again—she can’t hold the words in. “I love you,” she says, hand gripping the hilt of her dagger tight. She hadn’t thought about what might happen after.


His face is blank, eyes slowly widening. “I—“


And then Clarisse, with her impeccable timing, stomps through the brush, spear in hand, and runs towards them. Percy pushes Annabeth to the side, and she rolls to her feet as Percy takes the brunt of Clarisse’s attack, Riptide held high against Charisse’s charged spear. Annabeth has just enough time to smirk at Clarisse before the enemy backup arrives, surrounding them, weapons drawn. She and Percy move, gradually, back-to-back, and it’s the most natural feeling, the heat of him against her, the confidence that he will be there, always, even when outnumbered.


“I’ll take her lackeys, you take Clarisse,” Percy says, turning to drop a kiss to her cheek. His eyes are bright and smiling and waiting. “And then we’ll talk.”


Accusation
There’s something to the air in the underworld that slows their fall, something that makes it feel like being dropped into water, something that smells like rotting flesh and sulfur and burning, but that doesn’t mean hitting the ground doesn’t hurt. Pain slices into every part of her body. Her breath leaves her. She blacks out.


Later, when she blinks awake, it’s dark. She can move—slowly, so slowly, because it feels like her bones are ready to shatter—and she reaches out to find a rough rock wall at her left. A cave. Besides the far-off sounds of screaming and her own uneven breathing, it’s quiet. As her eyes adjust, she squints into the darkness, finds herself in an empty dome-shaped hollow. Not a prisoner, then. Not yet.


Tartarus.


Annabeth stifles a moan. 


It’s her fault. It’s all her fault. Why hadn’t she just cut the damned webbing? It would’ve been easy—a few slices with her dagger, tossing it to the side, stepping free. The Athena Parthenon could’ve waited a few seconds for her to cut herself loose. She and Percy could’ve been with the others right now, sailing toward Camp Half Blood, toward home.


And now, she doesn’t even know where Percy is, she doesn’t have a weapon, and they have just a few days to make it through the worst prison imaginable to find the Doors of Death.


The logistics of it all are dizzying. She allows herself to cry for few moments more. If she wraps her arms around her knees and pulls herself in tight, she can almost pretend to be somewhere else, can almost convince herself that this is just a disgustingly convincing nightmare. What are they going to do? Arachne’s out there somewhere with a grudge. Typhon, Gigantes, Titans; all of their old enemies. There are no resources. No backup.


They don’t stand a chance. They are going to die down here.


There’s a shuffle behind her. Heart thumping, Annabeth turns as best she can, sees Percy stumble into the cave and drop to his knees.


“Percy,” she gasps, crawling to him. His arm is shredded, and in the dim, near-green light from the cave opening, his blood looks black. There’s soot rubbed into his face. His skin is damp with sweat. She doesn’t know what to say but his name, over and over, as her hands hover uselessly. “Percy.”


He leans forward until his forehead rests against hers. “I found your dagger. Fell in with us. Looks like the Gods are looking out for us, after all.”


And he laughs.


Annabeth pries the dagger from his hands and drops it, wraps him in her arms. His laughter turns to broken sobs, and he holds her around the waist, his face tucked into her neck. My fault, Annabeth thinks as his shoulders shake, as his hands grip at her shirt. You should’ve let me go, she wants to tell him, because he could’ve been fine. Nico and Hazel could’ve pulled him to the surface. He would’ve boarded the Argo II with them, sailed to New York, allied the Greeks and the Romans. He would’ve figured out how to fix things. He didn’t need her.


Why didn’t you just let me go?


She holds him until he stills. It doesn’t take too long. She keeps her hands at his waist as he pulls away, wiping at his face, the soot and sweat and tears smearing around. His eyes, though bloodshot and near hidden with dirt, are still clear as the sea. “Don’t,” he says.


“What?”


“Don’t tell me I should’ve dropped you.” He picks up her dagger and presses it into her palm. Riptide is in his hand a second later, gleaming in the low light. Percy struggles to his feet. He reaches out for her. “Come on.”


And he looks so assured, now—so confident in her, so unfazed by the impossible task set before them. She places her hand in his and he helps her stand, mindful of her bubble-wrapped ankle, careful of his mangled arm.


Tartarus.


“Okay,” Annabeth says, breathing deep, and she takes her first steps out of the cave and into the thick, hazy light of their newest quest.


Formal
“Mom. She is going to be here any minute. Could you please not?”


Except Sally keeps the camera out, the flash reminding him too much of memories of gods and drama he’d rather avoid, and Percy thinks seriously about just meeting Annabeth downstairs in the lobby. It’s high school prom—it’s not a big deal. One of the only reasons he’s going is to appease his mother. But Percy, it’s prom, his mother had told him when she found the invitation stuffed in the trash can, lingering on the word like it held some special, long-lost meaning for her. You don’t want to miss your prom, do you?


Percy tugs at his tie.


Yes. Yes, he does.


But it makes his mother happy to adjust his tie and smooth her hands down the lapels of his suit. He is taller than her now, and he looks down to see the lines of her face shift and change when she smiles, when her eyes water and blink. He starts to pull away—if there is anything he is weak against in this world, it is the women he loves crying—but she shakes her head and swats at his chest. Luckily, thankfully, there is a knock at the door.


Sally laughs. Percy wonders if she can tell his heart is jumping around in his chest. Either it’s a pizza guy or it’s Annabeth, and he’s pretty sure nobody called for delivery.


“Sounds like your date is here,” Sally says, moving to the door. She says something else—a joke? She smiles, so it must’ve been a joke, but everything’s white noise and Percy’s jumpy and it feels like his whole body is itching. Why is he so nervous? It’s just Annabeth.


It’s just Annabeth.


It’s just Annabeth he sees when his mom opens the door, just Annabeth in a long silver dress and golden curls piled high on her head, just Annabeth with slick red lips and sparkling gems at the corners of her eyes, just Annabeth and her shy smile that sends summer-warm currents through his chest.


Gods, when is she ever just Annabeth?


“Hi,” she says, stepping into the room.


When Percy doesn’t say anything—can only stare at her, unable to form words—Sally makes a tsk sound and moves to hug Annabeth. “You look amazing,” she says, pulling away, hands resting on Annabeth’s brown shoulders.


Amazing. Yes, amazing. He should probably—maybe he should—


“Percy?” Annabeth reaches out for his hand. Her fingers push through his, squeeze, and Percy feels himself come out of his daze.


“You,” he begins, his other hand resting against her cheek. He cannot get over how beautiful she is, how different she looks from the twelve-year-old girl he saw leaning over his cot in the Infirmary, who kissed him at Mount Saint Helens and took a knife for him at the Battle of Manhattan. She has grown older and wiser and each day more beautiful and he doesn’t know how or why or what has possessed her to stay with him, but here she is, looking at him like she has no place she’d rather be.


As if his mother isn’t standing nearby with a camera, Annabeth reaches up and pulls Percy’s face down, pressing her red-slick lips against his, and Percy realizes that he never finished his sentence. The world flashes. You, he said. And somehow, Annabeth knows him well enough to fill in the rest.
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Summary


Annabeth's camp necklace is missing. Jason helps her find it, which leads to an impromptu history lesson on camp's most loved couple - and a new friendship.


Notes


See the end of the work for notes
Jason opened the door to the Athena cabin. There he found Annabeth frantically rummaging through drawers while muttering under her breath. He could see her knife strapped to her side and tried to think of a way to get her attention without being skewered. Eventually she turned around, probably to search the other side of the room, and jumped when she saw Jason in the doorway. He smiled sheepishly and apologized.


"No, no. That's fine. You just surprised me, that's all." She ran her hand through her hair and huffed audibly.


"Looking for anything in particular?"


"My camp necklace." Jason knew what she was talking about. In the past few weeks he'd seen most of the campers wearing a leather necklace with varying amounts of clay beads. "I took it off before I showered and I'm sure I left it on my nightstand, but it's not there now."


"I could help you look for it, if you like."


"Are you sure? We were supposed to train in the arena."


Jason laughed. "Anything beats getting my butt kicked by a daughter of Athena with a knife."


Annabeth smiled and they left the cabin together. They decided to retrace her steps, starting at the dining pavilion. They searched the stables, the lava wall, and everywhere in between. Piper said she'd keep her eye out before going back to her archery lesson, taught by Will Solace. Jason found himself watching as Will helped her get her form correct. He still wasn't sure of his feelings for her. Sure, she was pretty and his best friend next to Leo, but he had no idea if he had a girlfriend at the Roman camp. He didn't want to lead Piper on if he had someone waiting for him back home.


"You like her, don't you?"


His eyes widened slightly at Annabeth's question. He wasn't that obvious, was he?


Sighing, he responded. "I don't know. This whole switch thing has got me so confused. She's got fake memories of us; I've got no memories of anything…"


"…And you don't know if you have a girl back at the Roman camp." Annabeth finished his thought.


"Exactly. Sometimes I wish the gods would give me a break and I could just be normal for once."


"I know how that feels. I thought maybe after the Second Titan War that I'd finally get some peace, but I suppose the Fates aren't that generous."


Jason suddenly remembered that her boyfriend was the one he was replacing. He felt awful for bringing that up around her again.


"Vae! Follis sum! I'm sorry, Annabeth. I didn't mean to – "


She shook her head and smiled sadly. "It's okay. Just, if I were you, I wouldn't jump into anything with Piper. Even if you can't remember her, there's probably someone worried sick about you. I know I would be."


That makes sense, Jason thought. He'd seen Annabeth when she thought no one was looking. She must have nightmares about Percy with another girl every night. If there was someone like Annabeth to his Percy, then he'd do his best not to hurt her. He'd wait until all his memories came back before taking any step with Piper.


Jason was so deep in thought that he didn't notice when Annabeth bent down to the ground. He toppled over her and ended up spread-eagle in the dirt. He could hear Annabeth laughing and pushed himself up. She was kneeling with a beaded necklace in her hand. All pain momentarily forgotten, Jason scooted closer and took a look at it.


"Is that it? Did you find it?"


"Yeah. I must have dropped it or something." She brushed the pieces of grass off the leather cord and pulled her hair to one side. "Will you tie it for me?"


Jason complied. "You've got more beads than anyone else I've seen. Why's that?" Jason asked as he knotted the cord at the nape of her neck.


Annabeth turned back toward him and crossed her legs Indian-style. "Every camper gets a bead for each year they're at camp. I've been here since I was seven years old, so I've got the most."


"Oh. Are all beads the same, then?"


"Yes. At the end of each summer, the senior counsellors vote on the most important event of the summer and it's painted on all of the beads."


"That's so cool." Jason looked down at his arm where there was a tattoo of the letters SPQR, an eagle, and twelve vertical lines, like a bar code. He wasn't sure what it meant, but he supposed it was sort of like the bead system here at Camp Half Blood. Just like the other times when he thought too hard about his past, his head began to throb. To distract himself, he questioned Annabeth about what some of her beads meant.


"Well, you see that one? That's from my first year at camp. That was when Thalia, your sister, got turned into the tree at the border." Jason had heard the full story of his sister and the tree from the other campers. The Stolls had warned him not to ask Annabeth too much about those times because it was when Luke – the dead guy – was a big part of her life. "The one with the trident is from Percy's first summer. He's a son of Poseidon and stopped a war between the gods, so we chose the trident."


Jason hadn't heard much about the camp's missing leader and he definitely hadn't heard that detail. "Wait? This Percy kid stopped a war between the gods? Seriously?"


Annabeth looked a little miffed and Jason figured she took his doubt the wrong way. She answered before he could explain. "Yes, he did. Zeus' master bolt was missing and he thought Percy had stolen it. He had to find it and then return it before the summer solstice. Which, he accomplished."


"I didn't mean it like that. Just... no wonder everyone here looks up to him. What else has he done?" If he stopped an Olympian civil war at only twelve years old, imagine what he might have done since then!


"Um… The next summer when Thalia's tree was poisoned, he found the Golden Fleece which saved the camp's borders and ended up bringing Thalia out of the tree. That's this bead right here." She pointed to a golden blob hanging on a pine tree.


"That winter I was kidnapped by the Titan Atlas and Lu – and a manticore and forced to hold up the sky." She fingered a grey streak in her blond locks that matched her eyes. "He travelled across the country to save me."


"Woah. He must really care about you."


She shrugged. "I guess…"


Jason snorted. "Please. Piper tells me what the Aphrodite girls say about you two. He went on a quest to save you from a Titan and you're still not sure what you mean to him? Believe me, if I can see it, it's something."


Annabeth blushed and quickly continued. "Since that was in the winter there's no bead. This one," She pointed to a very detailed maze. "Was from the summer of the Battle of the Labyrinth."


Jason was sure his jaw dropped. "You mean the actual Labyrinth from like 2000 years ago?"


"The very one." Annabeth smiled. "That was an eventful summer. We discovered an entrance to the Labyrinth, I led a quest to find Daedalus, and then there was a battle at the entrance here in camp."


"That's awesome. But doesn't the Labyrinth make people go insane? How'd you get out?"


"We had help from Rachel."


"You mean the Oracle Rachel?"


"Yes, but that was before she was the Oracle. She was a mortal who could see through the Mist. She was our guide."


"Oh. Then when did she become the Oracle?"


Annabeth's face darkened. There was a sudden sadness in her eyes. Jason wondered if he said the wrong thing. "After the Battle of Manhattan."


"I'm guessing that's the last bead." His eyes found a black bead with a mini Empire State Building. There were small golden squiggles all around. They sort of looked like names.


"It is. Kronos invaded the city. There was a huge battle."


"How'd the mortals not notice anything?"


"Morpheus, the god of dreams, put them all to sleep. And the gods were fighting Typhon, so we were on our own."


Jason was awestruck. Annabeth didn't have to say it; he knew Percy Jackson had defeated Kronos. If that was who he was switched with, what had he done? He had to have been important at the Roman camp, possibly even their leader. He couldn't remember any heroic quests or battles. He pressed his fists into his eyes and struggled to recall something, anything. That was probably the worst part of it all: not remembering a thing. He hadn't even remembered his last name, for crying out loud! All he knew was information he had acquired since he woke up on the bus.


There was a hand on his shoulder. He pulled his hands away from his face and blinked until his vision went back to normal. Annabeth was smiling at him reassuringly and he appreciated it. Leo and Piper just didn't understand. She did. She had been through things equal to what he had (even if he couldn't remember,) and it was her boyfriend missing. She just got it.


Jason rose and stuck out his hand to help her up. They stood there looking at each other for a moment before he pulled her into a hug. A surprised 'oh!' left her lips before she wrapped her arms around his torso and returned the favour. He let go after a few seconds and mumbled a thank you.


As he jogged towards the Zeus cabin, he mused on Annabeth. Everyone in camp avoided mentioning Percy for fear of sending her into a deep depression. Those who spent time with her spoke down to her and treated her like a ticking time bomb. Maybe what she really needed was someone who understood – just like he had. Maybe she needed to talk about Percy to keep herself together. All he knew was that she was stronger than anyone thought. And her loyalty and determination to find her boyfriend would bring them both peace.
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Summary


It has been said that something as small as the flutter of a butterfly's wing can ultimately cause a typhoon halfway around the world.


Notes


See the end of the work for notes
It has been said that something as small as the flutter of a butterfly's wing can ultimately cause a typhoon halfway around the world.


It starts on a Tuesday – these things always do. You're walking to the subway station near your apartment building when you see a leaky fire hydrant. There's a wrench in your rucksack (it belongs to Leo, but the plumbing in your flat is shit and you're on a uni student's budget – aka nothing – so he let you borrow it for the evening previous) and you've still got ten minutes to catch your train.


After fixing the hydrant, you have to sprint the rest of the way to the station, only to find the doors closing and the train leaving. You swear louder than publicly acceptable and a nearby mother glares at you while covering her child's ears. Fortunately, you're a pro at waving down taxis.


You're nearly at 34th and 7th when there's a loud rumbling noise and screams immediately after. For a moment you panic and flash back to 9/11 – you had been in a taxi that Tuesday as well. The driver is punching buttons on his radio and you roll down the window and lean out. A hysterical woman in the car adjacent is yelling about a train, but you can't decipher any of her other words. You tell the driver that you'll be right back before slamming the door and running towards Penn Station.


You don't make it very far.


When you wake up some hours later, you're in a white room, wearing a white dress, and there's a closed white door. It's unnerving.


The door opens and a woman enters. Everything about her is white, except for her ruby red lips.


"Ah, hello Percy. Good to see you up again."


You clear your throat and reach for the plastic cup of water on the bedside table. After chugging the entire thing, you respond.


"Where am I?"


"Honey, you're at Rockefeller University Hospital. Do you not remember what happened?"


You shake your head. She sits on the edge of the bed wrinkling the – white – sheets, and grasps your hand between her two.


"There was an attack – a terrorist attack, the police think. There's not much of a lead yet or anything, but someone snuck a bomb onto a train and it detonated somewhere around Penn Station. You were hit with debris in the middle of the road – you were probably looking to see what was going on since we found your bag in a taxi further down the road. You've been unconscious for nine hours."


"Wh – what train was it?" Despite the cup of water, your throat is still impossibly dry.


"It was headed to the stop at the World Trade Centre."


You nearly throw up.


The doctors have decided to keep you overnight, to monitor you for your concussion. You're not allowed to sleep, so at around eleven you sneak out of your room and wander the corridors of the hospital.


The nurse named Stacy told you that the receptionist called your mother and Grover, and one of them is supposed to come in the morning to check you out and keep an eye on you for a few days. You had hoped that one of them would visit, but neither did.


There's a light on in a room down the hallway. You step inside and find that it isn't a patient's room, like you had expected; it isn't even one of the child rec rooms. A large oak tree rests in the centre – directly under a glass ceiling that shows the stars. Grass, bushes, and flowers are scattered throughout the rest of the room and butterflies flutter about.


You find a wooden bench covered in vine, stationed in front of a small stream. You sit down and gaze around at the nature room – there's a proper name for it, but you're concussed and have no clue.


A purple butterfly perches herself on your knee and you smile at her for a moment before she flies away. Upset, you get up and chase after her. You trip quite a few times – later it will occur to you that running in your condition probably wasn't your best idea – and the final time you trip, you realise it wasn't over your own two feet, but a person.


It's a girl. Or a boy with really long hair. But probably a girl.


She stands up and brushes herself off before glaring down at you. You only blink and she huffs, pulling you to your feet by your biceps.


"You should really watch where you're going, dumbass."


She's irritated and you're concussed, so you stick out your hand and give her a smile.


"'M Percy."


She looks at you strangely before cautiously touching her palm to your own.


"Annabeth."


It has been said that something as small as the flutter of a butterfly's wing can ultimately cause a typhoon halfway around the world.


They said nothing about it being the other way around. 
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Summary


Because though Percy falls a little bit in love with everyone he meets, he's only got one soul mate.


Notes


See the end of the work for notes
Percy falls a little bit in love with everyone he meets.


The trigger for Luke is his loyalty to his make-shift family. Though he hates his mother and father, he's made this home inside two girls – these two precious creatures he can't live without. His (brotherly) love for Annabeth saves the entire world and in the moment Percy nearly has to sit down from the aching in his heart – the originally dull, slightly burning numbness in his chest that quickly escalates to a raging forest fire he couldn't even begin to describe. His throat is scratchy when he requests a shroud for the older boy, and doesn't speak once during the funeral, knowing he'll wind up wailing and shrieking in pain.


When Percy eventually makes it to Elysium, the first person he sees is Luke.


Nico is a tiny, deathly pale ball of anger and resentment that Percy wants to pick up and cuddle into a blanket in front of a fire. His need to be great almost kills him half the time – the shadow travelling being the first example to come to mind – but it's also a wonderful quality found in just about every hero that's ever lived. Nico has no idea Percy knows about this, but every year on Bianca's death-aversary, he takes a trip out to Las Vegas and does all the things they used to do together: play Mythomagic, get frozen yogurt, look at the pictures in the newspaper funnies and make up new dialogue for the characters. He promised not to call Bianca back from the dead and sticks to the oath, not wanting to disappoint his older sister.


Percy watches him dump gummy bears and hot fudge on two cups of plain vanilla yogurt and feels an overwhelming sense of adoration and respect expand inside of him until it's like he could float up off the ground and into outer space.


Thalia gets to him faster than anyone else had – (If he were ever to voice the fact, he knows Annabeth would pull some line about their similarity and how it's practically like being in love with himself). One only has to watch her in battle, or even just a petty argument, and they'll be shaking in fear. There's a fierceness in her eyes, a blazing determination to succeed, to win, to prevail. She doesn't need to impress anyone but herself and the passion practically radiating from her is enough to empower an entire army. She's terribly stubborn – occasionally obnoxiously so – and refuses to back down. Thalia's a born leader, but one who knows and cares about her followers as well.


Percy doesn't realise that last bit until he sees her calm down a younger Hunter whose sister has just been killed in battle. She manages to soothe the eight year old child and then whispers something in her ear that leaves her smiling and nodding. He vaguely wonders if she was ever like that with Annabeth, and then almost immediately decides that she most definitely was.


There's a little something in everyone that worms its way inside of him, inside of his heart. Clarisse's self-respect and allegiance to her father and siblings. Beautiful Silena's bravery right to the very end. Rachel's slightly sideways view of the world. Tyson's sincerity. Will's calm nature, able to relax every patient he heals. Travis and Connor's ability to bring light and positivity into every situation. Even Drew's dedication to her reputation as an Aphrodite girl. Each and every one of them is dear to him and he supposes that's what makes losing them so hard – he's always losing a loved one.


Annabeth, however, crept up on him.


She was always right there, too close for him to realise his feelings until it was nearly too late. They fought and bickered and screamed and hurt; they cried and hated and loved and felt; they were two positive charges that somehow managed to break the laws of physics and gravitate towards each other.


It isn't until she takes the poison knife for him that he comprehends how much she actually matters to him. It's the thought that he might have to go on without her in his life that really slaps him in the face. She's lying on the couch, gazing up at him with this look in her eyes and suddenly everything snaps into place – it all makes sense.


It's her stormy eyes and her princess curls and the scar below her thumb. It's her hubris, her need to be the best and build the best and be important. It's her love for Luke and for Thalia and for Chiron; it's her irritation directed towards Rachel. It's her mad skills with a knife and brilliance during Capture the Flag. It's her dedication to architecture and attachment to Daedalus' laptop. It's her passion and ferocity and vulnerability. It's the way she screams at him – the way all her emotions pour out through her voice and wrap around his soul. It's how she took a stab for him because her first instinct was protect Percy.


She's his anchor, his tether to mortality. She's his absolute best friend – but nothing anywhere near to being like his sister. And he wonders how he hadn't seen it before.


Because though Percy falls a little bit in love with everyone he meets, he's only got one soul mate.


End Notes
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Summary


Drabbles about Percy and Annabeth at various point in their relationship and time stream.


Aboard the Agro II
Chapter Summary


Wherein Percy falls asleep and Annabeth thinks it's adorable.


Chapter Notes


I'm taking drabble requests! Feel free to send in anything from a scene to a particular line. If you'd like to see characters other than Percabeth you can do that too.


Percy’s eyes glazed over while Annabeth talked. Something about the way her voice moved was magical in a way not even the Golden Fleece could replicate. He could feel every tense muscle in his body relaxing, it seemed as if the bruises on his sides healed and the cuts on his face shrank with every word that slipped off her tongue. He should probably have been paying attention. He knew, in the back of his mind, that she’d be upset if he fell asleep while she was so excited.


Except…


Except her words lulled him, rocked him gently until his eyes felt heavy and his breath slow. Looking up at her from the mattress he’d stretched out on Percy smiled, sluggish with what might have been contentment. A whisper of a sigh escaped him as he tumbled out of consciousness. Annabeth, hearing the sudden change, lowered her voice but kept on. Watching him, a soft look stole into her eyes and she reached out a hand to stroke his hair like she always wanted to but never did.


Murmuring quietly Annabeth uncrossed her legs, set the book she’d been talking about on the ground, and stood. Trying desperately not to disturb Percy she laid down next to him, curling in until her head rested on his chest, arms wrapped around him. If only there were more moments like this. More time to cuddle and rest together when they weren’t fighting for their lives or running toward the end.


Listening to the creaks and groans of the Agro II as it slid through the night Annabeth let a curl of hope blossom in her stomach. Maybe, just maybe, they’d come out alright. Yet even if they didn’t she knew she’d have this. She’d have these precious few moments where Percy’s face was slack and she could let her guard down.


Closing her eyes against the dim Annabeth didn’t stop the smile that traced across her features. Instead, she revealed in it as the rocking of the boat and the beat of Percy’s heart swept her into a land of dreams where, for once, there were no nightmares only him and her and their bubble under the sea.


Practice Makes Perfect
Chapter Summary


Wherein Annabeth is practicing and Percy decides to join in.


Annabeth whirled around, blade flashing in the sunlight, arms trembling as sweat dripped down the back of her neck and pooled between her shoulders. Somewhere behind her a boy from Apollo's cabin yelped and dropped to the ground. Immediately putting his importance down six or seven notches Annabeth ducked, spinning to lean around an almost well placed blow from a new girl at Ares' cabin.


Quickly shoving loose strands of blonde hair back from her eyes she smirked, white teeth baring as she tracked down her prey. Her mind ran in overdrive, body moving on instinct. Dipping back and forth over the pebbled beach so as not to make too easy a target her eyes darted everywhere. The brunette had a weak ankle, probably a childhood break, resulting in a strong favor of her left side. Cataloging the information for future use Annabeth darted around a summer camper named Michael. Jamming the hilt of her practice sword into his foolishly unprotected back she kicked out, tripping him at the knee and shoving him down easily.


Gods above this was simple.


Approaching the new girl - Julian, her memory supplied uselessly - Annabeth grinned. If it had been a fair fight she might not have done it but warfare was more than the physical attack. Fighting was mental, emotional, and she could tell Ares' girl was starting to freak out.


How disappointed daddy would be.


Feinting right Annabeth spun around in a quick circle, bringing the blunted weapon down sharp on her opponents ribs. A small burst of pride wriggled it's way through her chest and bubbled in her throat. If Julian hadn't been wearing armor she would have at least one broken rib. As it was she'd probably walk away with a side of bruises and the heavy regret that came with challenging a senior camp counselor.


Behind her Annabeth heard the muffled approach of another person. Had Michael gotten up? Or perhaps Christain, although he hadn't really wanted to practice in the first place - Apollo's weren't known for their sword skill after all. Deciding it didn't really matter - none of them were a proper match for her anyway - Annabeth waited till the last moment before dodging, swinging where she knew her attacker was.


Expecting to hit a thigh Athena's daughter jarred when the heady ring of metal rang up her arm instead, vibrating through her entire body. What the fu-


Oh!


Catching sea green eyes and shaggy black hair Annabeth beamed for half a second before changing tactic. This demigod wouldn't go down so quickly.


"Glad you could finally join us Seaweed Brain!" Heart clenching when an answering grin flashed her way Annabeth flashed forward to try and get inside his swig without luck.


"Aww. Did you miss me?" Wrinkling her nose as if to consider it she lowered her sword slightly, fluttering her eyelashes ridiculously at Percy.


"And what if I did?" Watching the flush flash across his face Annabeth moved forward, sliding up until they were close enough to kiss. Staring into Percy's eyes she ran a careful tongue across her lower lip. Waiting until he tracked the movement before she snaked her hand out as if to brush across his chest. Yanking Riptide away Annabeth laughed, dancing backward immediately. Once out of Percy's range she winked twirling the spare weapon once before holding it out between two fingers as if it was a juicy piece of meat and Percy a dog.


"Come here boy! Come and get the sword!" When he did, red to the tips of his ears, face twisted in an embarrassed frown Annabeth grinned. Leaning into Percy's space she slipped Anaklusmos back into his hand while closing the distance between them. This time she didn't stop moving forward until the soft press of pale lips brushed against her's and his hand came to rest on the shallow of her back. Smiling into the kiss Annabeth looked up at him and sighed happily.


"Did I tell you never to let your guard down? What am I going to do with you?"


He Could Be The One
Chapter Summary


Wherein Annabeth meets Percy for the first time and is not impressed.


Chapter Notes


This is for the lovely percy-god-of-sass on tumblr! Feel free to request drabbles of whatever. If you want something that isn't Percabeth you can do that too.


"Chiron please!," Annabeth stood with bright eyes and frustrated fists tangled in damp strands of blonde hair. "I'm begging you! No one is coming! If they really think the Lig-"


"ANNABETH!" Stepping back in shock as Chiron's voice snapped across her own, she had the grace to look bashful. It wasn't as if there was anyone else around anyway. What did it matter if she'd said it? More poor excuses fell away before they reached her lips though. They clogged her throat as she glared up at the suddenly weary face of her second favorite (alive) person.


"Look... I'm not... I'm not asking for much. Just send me out with the next scouting! I- I-" Before she could say more, beg more, Annabeth's head whipped around toward Thalia's tree. Deep in her gut the constant guilt shoved father into her, a red hot sword that penetrated to her core. If only, if only.


Ignoring the familiar prickle of tears Annabeth started running when a roar like nothing she'd heard before echo'd down the valley. Chiron, still in his fake wheelchair, cursed in ancient Greek. Fingers slipping down to her knife Annabeth slid to an abrupt halt halfway up the hill. Beyond the crest Grover appeared, goat legs struggling under the weight of... Of who?


Frowning suspiciously Annabeth took a few steps closer before the panic in every line of the satyr's body registered. Eyes flickering down to trace the outline of the boy's face she hesitated, confused by the odd lurch in her stomach when sea green fluttered open to look at her. Shaking herself out Annabeth called out to Chiron.


With a grunt Annabeth rushed toward, swooping in to grab the other side of the boy to help haul him down to the big house. When they reached the porch she ducked out from his arm to lay him gently on the weathered wood. There wasn't time for beds or comfort. Not yet. Feeling the tug again Annabeth looked up at Chiron then back at shaggy black hair and a soft face with a frown and wrinkled brows. It would be so freaking typical for her ticket out to die as soon as she met him.


"He's the one. He must be!" The words were out before Annabeth could stop them. Worry and no small amount of hope swirled in the pit of her stomach as she took the offered ambrosia from Chiron's hand. On some level she registered that this child probably wasn't any older than her - she ignore any implications that she was anything but mature. Assuming it really was him it would be months, YEARS, before they allow a quest.


"Silence, Annabeth. He's still conscious. Bring him inside." Jarring out of her thoughts as Chiron berated her lack of concentration she nodded, swooping back down to shove ambrosia in his mouth. Gods above if he died she was going to murder someone. Probably him. He looked pretty murder-able, if she was going to be quite honest. And, since he probably wasn't going to make it through the night, she figured she could be. Frowning, if possible, more at how the thought of his imminent demise bothered her Annabeth shook her head forcefully and turned back to the problem at hand: how to keep Seaweed Eyes alive long enough to get the heck out of dodge. Or, at the very least, ask him what was happening at the summer solstice. A girl had priorities after all, stomach lurch or not.
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Summary


The thing about being broken from the Siren song is that the sensation – the fear – never really leaves her. Every time something worth smiling over happens, she expects Percy to grab hold of her, to drag her under the sea and away from the terribly beautiful music.


Notes
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i definitely don't do this topic justice and for that i am sorry


See the end of the work for more notes
The thing about being broken from the Siren song is that the sensation – the fear – never really leaves her. Every time something worth smiling over happens, she expects Percy to grab hold of her, to drag her under the sea and away from the terribly beautiful music.


It starts when Thalia leaves her tree. Annabeth never thought she'd see her friend again; she thought she was gone forever. And of course she wants her little makeshift family back – the Sirens know that. It's something they can use against her and it absolutely terrifies her. She had read somewhere that people who experience mind-numbing fear like hers have been known to inflict pain to control it. Annabeth squeezes her hand in a fist so tight her palm starts to bleed and the fear goes away. Thalia is alive and it is not a dream.


A few months later she latches herself onto the back of a manticore in order to save her friends; as a result, the manticore jumps off a cliff, taking her with it. She free falls for a few hundred feet, expecting to die upon impact. It's not such a bad way to go, really, saving her friends and dying in battle. She murmurs a quick prayer to her mother and to Hades before blacking out entirely.


When Annabeth awakes, she doesn't know where she is. She's surrounded by crumbling columns of black marble, but nothing else is visible in the fog. She wanders around aimlessly for a good three-quarters of an hour before she comes upon another living creature: Luke. She runs towards him, noticing his pale, clammy skin. He's struggling with something and she immediately goes to help. Turns out he'd become even more deceitful in his absence – he allows her to take the weight of the sky from him and doesn't even have the decency to look apologetic.


She loses track of time after that.


Eventually, Percy and Thalia arrive and all throughout the battle that ensues, a tiny voice in the back of her mind is telling her that it's not real. It's a dream and the Sirens are going to kill her any moment. She tries squeezing her fist again, but the pain of bearing the weight of the sky must have cancelled the effect. The fear is still paralysing her. Then, Luke is knocked off the cliff and she knows it's real – the Sirens would never show her that. (Secretly, she wishes it was a vision. His mangled body haunts her dreams for weeks).


The Athena and Apollo cabins train together in the arena every other Tuesday. She's combatting with Will Solace and he manages to knock her dagger out of her hand, slicing her palm in the process. He naturally rushes forward – sputtering apologies a mile a minute – and heals it immediately, but it leaves a jagged scar.


Annabeth and Percy are in Mount St Helens, hidden behind a giant bronze cauldron. The young telekhines pour out of their classroom and it's only moments before the dog-like creatures find them.


"I've got a plan," Percy says. "I'll distract them. You can use the metal spider – maybe it'll lead you back to Hephaestus. You have to tell him what's going on."


"But you'll be killed!" she protests, feeling as if two hands are closing around her throat, suffocating her. Percy's gotten himself out of the seemingly impossible dozens of times before, but this… This she knows he can't bounce back from.


"I'll be fine. Besides, we've got no choice."


She surges forward, grabbing hold of either side of his face and kisses him – on the lips! – before pulling back, placing her cap on her head, and sprinting out of the forge. The spider does lead her back to Hephaestus, but she's not sure how much of the story he's able to understand. She's crying violently, gasping for air after every couple of words.


The spider then helps her back to camp. Castor and Pollux are guarding the entrance to the Labyrinth when she bursts through. They wrap one of her arms around each of their necks and carry her to Chiron, who notices that Percy is not with her, but doesn't ask her about it. She's grateful. Explaining everything to Hephaestus was hard enough, and he hardly even knew Percy – hardly even knew what he meant to her.


All of the campers are kind to Annabeth in the days that follow her reappearance. Clarisse doesn't even make a snide remark about how Percy's big ego finally came back to bite him in the ass. She continues on with her daily activities, but does so emotionlessly, feeling completely and utterly empty.


After two weeks, Chiron declares Percy dead and orders the fabrication of his burial shroud.


The day of the funeral Malcolm has to drag her out of bed. He trades chores with one of their younger half-sisters, who then helps her into a plain black dress and braids her hair gently. The ceremony is like all the others, except for the fact that the burning shroud is for her best friend. She goes to say something – anything – when she spots a familiar mop of black hair in the crowd.


"He's right there!" she cries. In all the excitement following Percy's return, no one notices the blood seeping from her scarred palm.


Manhattan falls asleep, Annabeth takes a poison knife to the arm, and Luke turns out to be the hero of the prophecy. It's Percy's birthday, so she takes on Tyson as a baking partner, resulting in what looks more like a blue rock than an edible cupcake. And if she purposefully takes it out of the oven without wearing oven mitts, well, nobody will be none the wiser.


She finds new tricks, new ways to keep the fear at bay. However, she refuses to be one of those girls who cuts herself. She has some dignity.


Annabeth is twenty-three years old when she and Percy are expecting their first child. She hasn't had to inflict any sort of intentional pain on herself in months, but the whole pregnancy glow is really making it difficult. She's happy, and hormonal, and has weird sleeping patterns due to cravings and soon the fear starts seeping back in to her life. She had never expected to live long enough to have a baby, let alone with Percy. It's just the sort of thing the Sirens would create to lure her in.


She can feel herself getting closer to their island than ever before and she has to stop it. She won't let them take her, won't let them fool her. She is a daughter of Athena and she is better than that.


Percy comes home from the store six minutes later to find his wife on the kitchen floor in a pool of her own blood. He's not an expert, but he watches enough TLC to know that it is not a miscarriage. He frantically calls for an ambulance and grips her hand tight the entire ride. His other hand rests on her slightly swollen stomach.


The doctors in the psych ward don't have a diagnosis. The closest they can get is schizophrenia, but she insists she doesn't hear voices. Once Percy whispers that they lost the baby, she confesses.


"I'm – I'm scared, Percy. I'm scared that none of this is real and – and you're going to grab my ankle and drag me under water and I'll still be thirteen and swimming towards those d-damned Sirens and –" She cuts off, unable to continue. It's like all of the air is being sucked out of the room.


Percy squeezes her scarred hand and kisses her temple and she doesn't know why he's being so good to her. She killed their baby and probably destroyed their marriage and she doesn't deserve this – she doesn't deserve him. It takes a few moments for her to realise that something good is happening and she doesn't hear the Siren song.


The Sirens do drag her under, in the end.


Her name is Anita Ventura; she lives in Barcelona and is ninety-two years old. She's in her bed in her granddaughter's home and the radio is playing an old song from decades previous. The music fades out and a new song begins to sound. It's all vocal, without any backing instruments, and it makes her feel light. She drifts off to sleep, slowly, peacefully, happily.


When Annabeth awakes, she is in an unfortunately familiar place: DOA Recording Studio in Los Angeles, California. She finds a golden drachma in her back left pocket and hands it to Charon. The three judges in the Underworld – Louis Pasteur, Barack Obama, and John Lennon – deem her third life worthy of Elysium and a black robed ghoul escorts her to the Isles of the Blest.
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Summary


Annabeth is tired, annoyed, and desperately needs a pick-me-up (of coffee, of course). But is a mocha latte the only thing she picks up?


Notes


This is my first multi-chaptered fic, so bear with me! It's an AU where they're not demigods and that world doesn't exist (but see if you can find original references!). Rating for later language and possibly making out, nothing heavy. Fluff galore! Thanks to Anna ( combustspontaneously.tumblr.com ) for reviewing this for me. :)


the beginning
            Because her day absolutely couldn’t get any worse, it started raining.


            Her hair was drowned, her new suede boots ruined, and worst of all? She’d dropped her phone in a particularly large puddle and literal sparks had flown.  At work her design had been completely rejected, even though she’d been working for two whole months on the damn thing. But that’s how she ended up in a secluded little coffee shop, feeling sorry for herself and searching the menu for something chocolate-y to get her out of this awful mood.


            The shop was utterly charming- unfinished ceilings and local art covering brick walls. Small lights hung above wobbly-looking round tables with squishy armchairs and a tiny stage for poetry readings or guitar sessions completed the look. Annabeth breathed in, and the scent of brewing coffee took the weight off her shoulders, and she began walking towards the counter, ready to take refuge (however small) from the downpour outside.


            “Hi, welcome to Ambrosia and Nectar.”


            Annabeth looked up, seeing the cashier grinning at her and she nearly dropped her jaw. Wavy dark hair falling in vivid green eyes, a frame with definite muscle- shown off by an orange t-shirt that stretched quite nicely across the shoulders, and an adorable smile that made her stomach sqirm. In a good way. Very, very good way.


She raised a hand to try to do something with her dripping hair, which turned into an extremely awkward little pet across her hairline. Oh gods, she thought.


            “Oh! Um, hi,” she squeaked, then chastised herself for letting herself get so flustered. Cute boy at the coffee shop- it’s how all the stories go, right? But she already knew this was not her lucky day, so why push it, she thought. But then she looked into the man’s eyes, and felt a blush spread across her cheeks. Damn.


            He raised his eyebrows. “Uh… would you like anything?” he asked, a look of question spread across his face. Annabeth could almost hear the “isn’t the crazy lady going to get something?” and she scrambled to order, feeling her cheeks redden even deeper.


            “I’d… um, I’d like a tall mocha latte? With whip?” she managed to get out without collapsing in a heap of jelly and embarrassment on the dark wood floors. He stared a little sympathetically at her before saying, “That’ll be $2.84. Just give me a minute.” He smiled after that, sending butterflies straight to her stomach.


            Gods, could she keep it together? Annabeth remembered when she was in college and she could keep her face straight and indifferent at parties when they all were groped at least a little when dancing- and now, the mere sight of an attractive guy was enough to get herself flustered. Annabeth was sure he got this kind of attention all the time, with the look of his ass. (Okay, so she’d snuck a peek when he’d turned around to turn on the coffee grinder. His jeans fit very nicely.)


            She took a deep breath as she dug for money in her purse, hoping the blush was fading, and made a resolution with herself: I will not freak out. Especially when our fingers might potentially brush when he hands me my coffee. Not even then. I am a strong, independent 25-year-old architect who doesn’t freak out when overcome with stupid hormones. I am fabulous.


            And when he finally turned around to present her coffee to her, she didn’t blush even in the slightest. She walked up, slid the money on the counter, and even though his long fingers slid against hers when she took the cup, her cheeks didn’t flush when she thought of other things those fingers could be doing.


            “Thanks,” she said, flickering her eyes once more up to the cashier’s, noting that as they were closer she saw small hints of watery blue and even gray touches in the green. But she couldn’t hold the gaze forever, and when she finally turned away, she almost thought she could hear a sigh from him. “You’re welcome,” he said after her, smiling after her. She grinned back and walked out to get a cab.


            As she took a sip before dashing out from the protective overhang of the shop, she noticed them- a black scrawl across the cup. “Percy” and then a ten-digit number. His name. His number.


            Oh my Gods, she thought. He gave me his number. She looked quickly back to the inside of the shop, where this “Percy” was undoubtedly still standing it. Damn going back to her apartment- she couldn’t just text him.


            She pushed the door back open, running towards the counter, where Percy was standing, a small sort-of-hopeful smile on adorable lips, and decided that there would be a better use for that mouth. Annabeth leaned over the counter, pushing herself a little bit higher on her toes for good measure, and kissed him.


            It was awkward, to say the least- she was a little bit out of breath and she had slammed their lips together and she was holding herself up by her hands on the counter (wide counter, it had seemed) but it was perfect. When her wrists deemed the kiss too long, she finally broke it, pulling back and lowering her feet back on the ground.


            Percy was grinning- too hard to speak, perhaps, because a few seconds of silence was filled by their smiles. But finally, he said, “And I don’t even know your name.”


            “Annabeth. Annabeth Chase.”


 


best friends and flower bouquets
Chapter Notes
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            It’d been a week since the first mocha latte plus whip, and the number of text messages between her and Percy Jackson (; (he’d added the emoticon) had reached 256. It was ridiculous- she couldn’t stop smiling, even at work, when at the meetings she’d had to hide her phone underneath the table and cover her grin with her hand.


            Your eyes are bluer than the Atlantic Ocean, and baby, I’m lost at sea. (;


            Oh my gods, Percy, my eyes aren’t even blue.


            I think it’s the thought that counts.


            You’re such a dork. Your brains have turned to kelp.


            You totally think it’s adorable.


            Somehow I can’t disagree, Seaweed Brain. (;


            Throughout the past week, she’d learned he was studying Marine Biology at a nearby college, and the job at Ambrosia and Nectar was to help pay his way through school. He had a strange obsession with blue food, had ADHD, and loved Greek mythology. One of his dreams was to move to California and study the ocean on the west coast.


            Annabeth, quite honestly, hadn’t met a guy this adorable, attractive, hilarious, and actually into her in a ridiculously long time. College had just been a shit ton of screw-ups straight from freshman year, with Luke and his ability to use her and leave her like trash when he was done, to Ethan, who had a passive face and gave her nothing no matter what she did. When she’d graduated, she was too busy laying out floor plans to really look for a potential boyfriend. But Percy had just… stumbled in, she supposed. Unplanned but certainly welcome.


            She’d come by the coffee shop almost every day since the first (she knew it wasn’t strictly on the way to work, but he was so damn gorgeous Annabeth couldn’t resist). He would wink and give her the mocha latte for free, green eyes crinkling and lips stretched into a grin. Annabeth herself couldn’t keep the smile off her face.


            And all the pick up lines, the endearing nicknames he gave her, even the stupid emoticons made her stomach swoop and her cheeks blush. The secretary at work kept giving her surprised looks when Annabeth walked into work grinning, holding her cup in one hand and her laptop in the other. Annabeth supposed the combined efforts of coffee’s caffeine and Percy’s cuteness brightened her morning tenfold.


            “Hey, Annabeth?” he asked, right as she was turning to leave on Friday morning. She turned around promptly. Sometimes she forgot how adorable Percy was- but his hair was always slightly ruffled in the morning. Wow. “Mmm?” she asked, and rewarded herself for sounding somewhat collected.


            He motioned for her to come up to the counter with two fingers and she complied, striding up in long paces. What did he want with her now?


            Percy blinked, biting his lip, looking almost nervous. Annabeth wondered what would make him even a bit flustered “So… um, would you possibly like to go on, like, a thing on Saturday night? Like to dinner, obviously not here… I mean, like, a nice restaurant?” His cheeks instantly flushed red. Oh.


            “Percy, are you asking me on a date?” Annabeth almost laughed, but she didn’t want to discourage him. At all.


            “That, um, didn’t come out as smoothly as I’d hoped,” he said, his mouth turning into an embarrassed grin. “But yeah. A date. That thing.”


            “I think I’d love that,” Annabeth said, pushing herself up onto the counter and pressing her lips to his cheek (Slightly stubbly, she noted. Not that that wasn’t even hotter.) “Call me later? I have a meeting this morning.”


            As she walked towards the door, he mimed blowing a kiss to her, all previous embarrassment evidently gone. She rolled her eyes, shaking her head, grinning, and waving goodbye. How much more of a twelve-year-old was he? she thought, smiling to herself as she went down the street, her heels clacking on the sidewalk.


x


            “Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit, THALIA!” Annabeth yelled, trying to get her roommate’s attention from two rooms away. Footsteps sounded in the hallway, and a face shrouded with dark hair poked in her bedroom.


            “Annabeth, oh my gods, you don’t have to scream. What’s wrong?” Thalia said, her eyes tracing the scene- the curling iron was on the floor, Annabeth was cradling her hand in a deep blue dress and sandals. “Damn, did you burn yourself again?”


            Annabeth sent her a dark look. Ow, ow, ow was all her brain could process along with how is my hair going to get done in time for the date. But she knew Thalia could help her- Thalia was Annabeth’s rock. If Annabeth didn’t know what the hell she was doing, she knew Thalia could figure it out.


            “Okay, I guess I’ll have to do your hair now. Go run your hand under cold water or that hand is going to hurt even fucking more tomorrow,” Thalia ordered. “What else do you need?”


            “Purse. Good thing I already finished my make-up,” Annabeth said on her way to the bathroom.


            “Hey!” Annabeth heard Thalia say. “I’m pretty damn great at make-up, thank you.”


            Annabeth snorted.


“I can hear you, idiot!” Thalia shouted. Annabeth grinned.


            The cool water soothed her nerves as well as her hand, and she took a few long breaths as the faucet ran over her angry red fingers. She’d been stressed, nervous, and over-excited since about three hours ago when she realized she probably should get ready. She’d showered, spent thirty minutes analyzing what outfit she should wear, re-drawn her eyeliner on three different times before deciding it was smeared enough by now that mistakes wouldn’t show, and dropped her on and hot curling iron straight onto her innocent palm. Ugh.


            Her phone buzzed, and she reached for it with her functional hand.


I’ll be there in five?


Shit.


Alright. Things are a bit crazy here, so caution…


Can I ask what happened?


Let’s just say I’m typing with one hand.


Oh dear.


Thalia came into the bathroom, the evil curling iron in her hand and plugged it into the wall. “Okay, hon, keep your hand under the faucet and I’ll finish this shit up.”


Annabeth nodded, taking deep breaths to calm herself. “He’ll be here in a few minutes. Hopefully this dress isn’t too much?”


She watched Thalia in the mirror, wrapping hair around the metal. “Hmm, I doubt it. Clearance rack at Forever 21 isn’t over the top for a first date, I’d think. Not that I’d really know.”


Annabeth grinned. Thalia hadn’t dated for so long- since her freshman year of college. She’d gotten with a guy who’d cheated on her and was dumped in the same week, and Thalia hadn’t gone on a date since. Annabeth guessed she just didn’t care. Thalia was strong and independent- she didn’t need anyone else to help her so she didn’t look for one.


As Thalia slid a bobby pin to hold her bangs back and Annabeth was wrapping her hand in a bandage, a knock sounded on the door. Annabeth jumped and shrieked, “Holy shit, he’s here! Oh my-“


“Okay, Annabeth, chill, I’ll get the door and you grab your purse. Loosen up, hon,” Thalia ordered. She switched off the iron and ran out of the bathroom. Annabeth stole one last glance in the mirror, tucking a curl behind her ear. She decided she looked somewhat acceptable, then ran, snatching her clutch and closing the door behind her. Annabeth took a deep breath, then walked into the living room, where Thalia stood, arms crossed and looking smug next to Percy, whose cheeks had a pink tinge and his fidgeting hands held a small bouquet of peonies. As soon as he spotted Annabeth, however, his lips turned into a slightly embarrassed grin, shyly holding out the flowers to her. Why was he being so… bashful?


Annabeth smiled widely, taking the flowers. “Hey, Percy, let me stick these in the kitchen, where my darling roommate Thalia will take care of them.” Thalia grinned at Percy, whose face blushed deeper. Annabeth frowned. What the hell had Thalia said? She would have to warn Percy that while she was a brilliant person, she got to the point and could, if warranted, have razor sharp words. But for now, she just sent a questioning smile at Percy as she walked into the kitchen.


He simply shook his head, eyebrows raised, cheeks red. “Um… Are you ready?” he asked, holding out his arm. Annabeth couldn’t help but wonder why such an old-fashioned gesture was so damn cute, but she took his arm, grinned, and Percy led the two of them out the door.


 


first dates and blue pancakes
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
            It wasn’t awkward, surprisingly. For the entirety of the car ride to the restaurant (Maison des Dieux- house of the gods. Pretty fancy for a barista), Annabeth kept apologizing and babbling on and on about how Thalia wasn’t that bad until Percy finally relented and relayed their (thankfully short) conversation from back at the apartment. “Well… she actually told me that she’d be out of the house tonight and she was staying at a friend’s so if we wanted to… um…” he trailed off, heat rising in his cheeks as he glanced at the tiled floor of the restaurant.


            “Oh my gods, I am so sorry. Traumatized for life, I’m sure. Is that all she said?” Annabeth asked, raising her eyebrows at him. His face got redder (if possible).


            “Um… Do you actually want to know? It’s… well…” Percy gave a short, embarrassed laugh. Annabeth looked at him pointedly.  He sighed, head in his hands, and murmured something into his palms.


            “What was that?” Annabeth giggled. Percy mortified was adorable.


            “You’re going to make me say it, oh my gods,” he said, picking his head out of his hands. “Argh.” Percy’s voice got marginally quieter. “While you’re, um… undressing Venus… dress up your penis,” he whispered,


Annabeth’s mouth dropped open and she burst into hysterics.


            Percy, humiliated, cried, “It wasn’t funny at the moment, you’re so mean! Why are you laughing so hard? Annabeth, oh my gods, it’s not even that-“


            “Venus, holy shit, that’s the best thing I’ve ever heard, I knew I kept Thalia around for a reason-“


            “Hey, I was terrified, shut up! That’s not even the worst part!”


            Annabeth resurfaced, gasping for breath and holding her stomach. “What more could she have done, oh my-“


            “Annabeth. Your darling friend gave me a fucking condom,” he said, folding his arms and burying his head in them. Annabeth completely lost it.


            And that’s how their fancy-schmancy waiter found them, Annabeth nearly screaming with laughter and Percy nearly crying from embarrassment. First dates are the best, Annabeth thought while Percy tried to order a seafood plate with a tomato-colored face and shaky voice.


 


 


            “So what do you want to see?” Percy asked as they walked up to the theater, lights gleaming, hand in hand (he’d spontaneously reached for her hand and she wasn’t going to complain). “Chick flick? I think there’s a new one out.”


            Annabeth swung her arm, pulling his hand up and down with hers. “Actually, I’ve been wanting to see that documentary on Mediterranean architecture, it’s supposed to be great.”


            When Percy ended up snoring lightly into her shoulder fifteen minutes later, she supposed she shouldn’t have been surprised. He’d done well for the first five minutes, but the talking started and he was gone. Occasionally he would nestle his head closer toward her, and she rolled her eyes but nevertheless, put her arm around him. Seaweed Brain. Annabeth didn’t even notice her thumb rubbing his hip in circles till the end credits started rolling.


            Percy opened his eyes, yawning. “Percy, you’re an idiot,” she said, grinning. “It was a great movie.”


            “It was a great nap. The lights were off, Morgan Freeman’s voice is so relaxing, your shoulder is so comfortable-“


            “And you drool in your sleep.” It was true. There was a spot on her dress, and thankfully the flaps would cover it up, but Percy had the decency to look embarrassed. Gone were the days when Annabeth thought Percy was suave, but if he was one thing, he was adorable.


            She’d snuck a peek at him while he snored away, and his face relaxed was gorgeous. His dark, long eyelashes fanned out over cheekbones and lightly tanned skin (from summer weeks at the beach, he’d told her). Annabeth knew boys weren’t really supposed to be beautiful, but somehow he was. Pretty.


            “Thanks, Annabeth. You add loads to my ego.” He smiled sideways at her as he stretched, exposing a small amount of skin at the bottom of his torso and-


            Shit. He’d caught her looking.


            Percy snorted, and it was his turn to roll his eyes. “Annabeth, goddamn, I thought you were innocent-“


            “With friends like Thalia? I sacrificed that long ago. Come on, Percy, let’s go home,” she said, grinning.


            “Ahh. Home.” He winked. Annabeth shook her head, giggling, and grabbed his hand, pulling him out of the dark theater. “Maybe Thalia’s not that bad…” he murmured to her, smirking, lips lightly brushing her ear. Tease.


 


            “We- Percy, we’re not doing this in the back of a taxi- oh-“ she was cut off by his tongue running against her lips, stopping the flow of words quite effectively.


            She wasn’t quite sure how they’d started, but after a few minutes of just sitting there quietly, they’d ended up chest to chest, hands warm on each other, lips pressed together anxiously. Annabeth had felt kind of bad for the driver, but they ran over so many damn potholes she guessed this was his kind of revenge. But every time they hit a bump in the road, the two jumped then pushed even closer together until they were wrapped as tightly around each other as the backseat would allow.


            Annabeth hadn’t felt this damn good in so long.


            But the car came to a stop too soon. She pulled away and debated in her head for about two seconds, then decided.


            “Come in with me?” she asked, staring into his sea green eyes.


            He grinned. “Do I even have to answer?”


            She dragged him up the stairs by his skinny black tie.


 


            It took her all of two seconds to unlock the apartment door before they pushed in. They left their shoes at the door. In the light of the kitchen, Annabeth could see Percy’s ridiculously messed up hair and wrinkled dress shirt. How it could be that adorable, she had no idea.


            It was a very, very good thing Thalia hadn’t been lying about leaving the house to the couple, because they were already collapsed on the miniscule couch, Percy’s hands wandering on her hips with her hands were tangled in his inky black hair. Hands everywhere, really, and she could feel the warmth on her skin where he touched her.


            “Is- is this okay?” Percy asked, in-between kisses with a hand on the zipper of her dress. She reached back and undid it herself, leaving only her underwear and a bra, as she whispered, “Definitely. You?”


            “Mmhm. You’re perfect, Annabeth,” he said, eyes leaving trails as they skimmed her shoulders, her breasts, her hips, her navy panties.


            She rolled her eyes. “Your turn, Seaweed Brain,” Annabeth said, loosening and removing his tie and throwing it to the floor, forgotten.


            She could feel his smile as she kissed him again, bare legs wrapped around his waist as his hands fumbled on the buttons on his dress shirt. With each button undone she left a kiss where it had been seconds before. She left shivers in her wake (and a gasp with each kiss) until the shirt was off, when she pressed her lips to his hipbone (and took a short minute to appreciate his really great abs). “Gods, Annabeth,” Percy whispered, head tipped back on the couch, cheeks flushed. He was beautiful, in a way that humans are supposed to be.


            His hands reached to her waist and pulled her back to his head, kissing her lips again, while light thumbs traced circles on her hips. Percy’s fingers dipped into the waistband of her underwear, running along the line it’d left. Annabeth never realized how many nerve endings she had until he was touching the tops of her thighs. She gasped when he got up from under her, took off his pants, and carefully flipped her so she was on her back. “Hey, Percy?” she asked slowly.


           “Annabeth?”


           “While you’re at it, can you take your socks off too?” she giggled. Percy looked down, surprised, and stripped them off. He grinned.


           “While you’re at it,” he said, “can you take your bra off too?”


           Annabeth rolled her eyes, reaching behind her and unhooking the clasps. She took it off, and Percy, still standing over her on the couch, looked at her with something akin to awe (so cliché, but it was quite honest). He climbed back onto the tiny couch (she wondered briefly if they should move, then remembered her messy bedroom. This forced them to be closer, which she wasn’t about to complain about) on top of her, pressing their skin together, kissing her slowly.


 


            Hold on, one more time with feeling;


           Try it again, breathing’s just a rhythm.


 


           And the next morning, when Thalia finally came home around noon, they were in the kitchen, Annabeth trying to find ingredients for pancakes and Percy trying to find blue food coloring. When asked how their date went (and how exactly Percy ended up staying over), Annabeth would avert her eyes and grin, saying it went just fine (and she wasn’t about to share her entire goddamn life with Thalia). And when she was asked if they’d be seeing each other again, Annabeth snorted, as though it were obvious.
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            He lightly pushed her against the kitchen counter. “Percy, oh my gods-


He kissed down her jawline, and he left heat with each time his lips touched her skin. “Yes, darling?” Percy asked innocently, letting his teeth scrape against a spot at the base of her neck. She gasped and shivered involuntarily. “Are you alright, love?”


“Percy, we’ve only been here for two goddamn minutes,” she barely got out between kisses. His hands lightly skimmed her thighs, pushing up the hem of her dress. She made a noise that she’d never heard from her mouth (seriously, he didn’t know half of what he did to her) and it made him press closer. Guess I shouldn’t complain, she thought.


“All the reason to get started then,” Percy said, smirking against her mouth. She rolled her eyes.


“Fuck you.”


“Ah, I’m sure you will.”


She snorted, a noise which soon disappeared into her throat as he took her by the hips and lifted her onto the counter, kneeling down, then tracing the lines around her underwear (Sundresses give unfair access, she thought. Maybe some nice long jeans next time?). Percy was lightly mouthing at a point on the inside of her thigh as she half-whispered, “Gods, Percy, such a tease-“


There was a slam behind them. “Oh, shit,” Percy muttered against the fabric of her dress, then quickly got to his feet, hurriedly flattening his hair and pulling her skirt down.


A small woman walked into the kitchen, hips swinging, clad in paint-splattered shorts and a green tank top. Her arms were full of grocery sacks, and her curly, bright red hair spilled out of a makeshift bun onto freckled ivory skin. She set the bags down on the counter opposite the guilty-looking couple, then swung around to face them, hands on hips.


 “Perseus Jackson, you told me you’d introduce me when you weren’t having sex in our apartment,” she told him sternly. Annabeth gathered quickly that Percy didn’t rule the roost around here.


Percy’s face turned the shade of the girl’s hair. He sighed, shifting awkwardly, crossing and uncrossing his legs, muttering, “Every time… Rachel, this is Annabeth. Annabeth, this is Rachel.”


Rachel grinned at Annabeth, coming over and holding out her hand. “Nice to meet you.” Annabeth shook it, still sitting on the counter and returning the smile timidly. Percy, still looking mortified, excused himself, almost running out of the kitchen to the bathroom. “No need to wonder what he’s doing in there,” Rachel muttered, snorting. Annabeth’s eyes widened. …Oh.


“But anyways, yeah, I’m Rachel Elizabeth Dare, Percy’s roommate. We met in, like ninth grade and even though I push him around a bit, he still likes me. I think,” she grinned, and Annabeth smiled, comfortable once more.


“Ahh. He’s mentioned you a few times,” Annabeth said. Percy’d referred to Rachel a few times, though Annabeth hadn’t pushed the envelope (they apparently didn’t always get along well). “You guys have a really nice place.”


And it was. Annabeth had quickly noticed the high ceilings, large bedrooms, and a huge wall of windows in the living room, showcasing the beautiful skyline. A roomy loft was a great find in New York, and Annabeth knew Percy was a college student- not exactly rich. “Thanks!” Rachel said, putting away groceries. “My dad practically owns half the city, so I mooch off him a lot, but Percy contributes with food and bills and stuff. But it’s in a convenient spot and I love the view. Percy also lets me decorate too, and most of the art is my own crap.”


“Practically owns half the city?” Annabeth asked, interested. Rachel didn’t look wealthy- the pink paint on her cutoffs weren’t really a mark of fortune.


Rachel laughed. “Oh, yeah, my dad’s the owner of Dare Enterprises, if you’ve heard of it. He’s the idiot destroying the forests and nature - but he’s got a shitload of money, so it’s not like he cares.”


Ah. Instant recognition. Annabeth had seen the logo everywhere- cars, billboards, even a goddamn helicopter. “Wealthy” didn’t even seem to cover it. She was surprised she hadn’t caught that Rachel’s last name was connected to the famous businessman. “So… wow. That’s pretty crazy.”


Rachel nodded, putting eggs in the refrigerator. “Yeah. At least I can be  a starving artist without the actually starving part. And Percy’s great to live with, he doesn’t complain when I bring Nico around and he’s pretty easygoing. He’s actually never brought a girl here before. He must be infatuated with you, I’m as tough on him as his mother.”


Annabeth blushed, smiling at the floor.


“Seriously! It’s, what, the fifth date in three weeks and you guys get coffee together all the time. He’s, like, never been this crazy about a girl… But you two totally have a future together, I can totally see it. I’m like the fucking Oracle- you can ask Percy,” Rachel said, grinning, placing a bag of apples in a fruit bowl.


“Oh gods, not the psychic thing again,” Percy said, walking into the kitchen again, looking marginally less embarrassed. Turning to Annabeth, he said, “Rachel has these ridiculous ‘notions’”-he air quoted-“and she tries to pretend it’s all real. I’m pretty sure it’s all bullshit.” He pointedly rolled his eyes at Rachel.


“You’d better watch yourself, Percy Jackson,” Rachel said, pointing at him as he walked over to Annabeth and hopped up on the counter next to her. “At least I don’t send your math grades to your mother.”


“And thank the gods you don’t, Rachel. She would murder me.”


Percy wrapped his arm around Annabeth and she rested her head on his shoulder. He kissed her forehead. He was so comfy. And muscular, at the same time. He even smelled good, like soap and sea salt and a little of sweat. He smelled like Percy. She couldn’t stop sniffing him. Was that weird? Annabeth sighed. Oh well.


“Okay, okay, I get it, lovebirds. I’m interrupting on your absolutely valuable alone time,” Rachel said, rolling her eyes at them and grabbing her keys. “I have a movie to see with Nico anyways- that new Superman thing, I think. He’s a nut about that crap. I’ll be back around ten thirty, okay?”


She swung a hipster around her shoulder and repinned a piece of hair into her messy bun, walking out of the kitchen. “See you idiots later! Be safe! Use protection!”


Percy shouted, another blush in his cheeks, “Leave, Rachel!” while Annabeth called, giggling, “Nice to meet you!”


Almost immediately after the door slammed shut and the lock clicked, Percy turned to Annabeth and pressed his lips to hers. She closed her eyes while her hands crept up to tangle in his hair.


Breaking the kiss, he whispered against her lips, saying, “Finish what we started?”


Annabeth laughed as his hands slowly pushed up her dress. “You’re ridiculous, Percy Jackson. Absolutely absurd. Completely crazed. Definitely daft… mmm…” she trailed off as his hand traced her through her underwear.


“Ridiculous now?” Percy grinned against the base of her throat, and she laughed, gasping a little as he deftly unzipped her sundress and threw it on the floor of the kitchen.


“Idiot.”


“I’m a cute idiot, thank you.”


“I hate you.”


“Mmhmm.”
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            It was quite unfair how much Annabeth adored him.


            She couldn’t understand how even his calves were shaped perfectly, why his messed-up sex hair was better than brushed, or how he seemed to know every point of her that needed him.


            Oh, sure, Annabeth could go on and on about being an independent woman “who don’t need no man,” but they were like two puzzle pieces. She was fine on her own, important and loved and happy by herself, but with Percy it was fit. They were two stars that shone brightly together. And she knew he felt the same. Rachel said it had been ages since he’d danced around the apartment grinning for no reason (apart from the fact the two had been on the phone thirty seconds previous).


            But they worked. Two sides of the same coin. Put-together versus effortless. Collected versus slightly hazardous (he might’ve left a metal fork in the microwave once or twice). Opposites attract, Annabeth had heard, but she never believed it till now.


 


 


            She was lying on his bed, scrolling through her Twitter when she heard from the bathroom among the sounds of the water running-


“On the day we arrived on the planet, and blinking, step into the sun…“


            Annabeth stifled a giggle. Percy. Singing in the shower. What was he, five years old?


            And he continued, word for word. Annabeth, suddenly inspired, leapt off the unmade bed and ran down the hall. She poked her head in the bathroom just in time for the chorus.


            “IT’S THE CIRCLE OF LIFEEEEEEEEE, AND IT MOVES US ALLLLLL, THROUGH DESPAIR AND LOVE, THROUGH FAITH AND LOOOVEEEE!” they sang (rather badly, Annabeth noted. Simon Cowell would vote them off immediately.), voices echoing in the tiled bathroom. Annabeth could barely keep from breaking for laughter, especially when Percy peeked out from behind the shower curtain, hair dripping, miming holding a microphone and doing the intense high note face (while definitely not hitting it).


            “IT’S THE CIRRRRCCLEEE, THE CIRCLE… OF LIFEEEEE,” she nearly shouted with him, grinning as their “song” ended. He beckoned her over, kissing her lightly with wet lips when she came, and she could smell his shampoo still in his hair.


            “So you sing in the shower, Seaweed Brain?” she asked, giggling, as they broke apart.


            “You’d better not tell anyone,” he told her seriously, “It’ll completely ruin my badass reputation.”


            Annabeth snorted teasingly. “You’ll be voted out of the badboy group. Your lack of smoking and tattoos might’ve done it first, though. And your love and complete knowledge for Disney classics.”


            He laughed, ducking his head back under the spray of water, rinsing his hair. “You should hear my rendition of ‘Under the Sea.’ It’s totally in my key.”


            She rolled her eyes. “Your key? Which is what, unable to listen to due to excessive lack of musical talent?”


            To be fair, he was quite bad. He had not been gifted with music. Marathoning How I Met Your Mother episodes or baking frozen pizzas, maybe, but not obviously not singing.


            “Hey!” He splashed her with water as she giggled. “I resent that!”


            Half an hour later, Percy hadn’t finished his shower and the bathroom, from the ceiling to the floor, was drenched. Annabeth’s sweatpants and t-shirt were soaked. Percy sighed.


            “Guess I’d better clean this up. Rachel might kill me,” Percy said, looking around from the still running shower. “She’s always getting onto me about ‘having the mess of a teenage boy’ when, in fact, I am twenty two and happy, free, confused, and lonely at the same time. And clean. Sometimes.”


            “Oh my God, you listen to the radio way too often to work in an almost unknown coffee shop.” He burst out into the chorus of “Trouble” while Annabeth laughed. “I’ll get the towels, TSwizzle. Finish your shower.”


            Percy’s hand snaked around her waist before she walked away, pressing her already dripping back to his bare chest. Oh. He pressed his lips to the back of her neck. “We can clean later. But right now you could join me in here? I can recite ‘The Little Mermaid’ lyrics to you in full.” He grinned, winking. She rolled her eyes, giggling.


            “You never get anything productive done, Percy Jackson.”


            “And I’m sure that’s why you’re taking your shirt off?”


            “I’m pretty gullible. It’s all your fault, Seaweed Brain.”


            “A sacrifice I’m willing to make, love.”


            “The Little Mermaid” lyrics were definitely not sung that day- at least, not in the steaming shower.


            Annabeth thought, hours later, lounging in one of Percy’s many jerseys while her clothes tumbled in the dryer, his arms draped around her waist, napping (and drooling on the pillow next to him), that that was one of the best things about Percy- he had weird, interesting, adorable quirks. Singing in the shower, being able to take a nap anywhere and anytime, kissing her temple when he thought she was asleep, those ridiculously endearing pet names, his a weird obsession with blue food, and  nuzzling his head into her neck when they spooned. Everything about him made him that much cuter- and made him that much more worth it.


 


 


            But they weren’t perfect. They had small fights over everything- who should pay for things (she knew he was a college student who worked part-time and needed to pay tuition. She only wanted to help. He couldn’t be a gentleman all the time; they should be reasonable about this), why he had to put her favorite sweater in the dryer, why she stayed at work so late every night, and then, to put the cherry on top, they decided to move in together. Which brought in a whole new round of arguments, which would sometimes bring her into Thalia’s room, sobbing while the older girl pulled her into a hug. But the two never broke up, and while they argued, they made up twice as fast. Besides, Annabeth noted that makeup sex was some of the best sex.


            So they were progressing- moving in, for one. And she’d met his mom two nights ago. Rachel joked that at this rate, they’d be engaged tomorrow and married in a week.


            “Annabeth?” They were canoodling, wrapped in blankets and nothing else but each other.


            “Mmm?” she asked, not feeling like moving or speaking.


            “My mom wants to meet you. Is that okay?” he asked quietly into her shoulder.


            There were times when Annabeth realized that, wow- this is real. This is commitment. This was one of those times. Six months wasn’t very long, in the span of things, but they were close. Emotionally and physically. She knew how to break him- not that she would, of course, but she knew what would hurt him the most. And Percy could pinpoint the exact point on her neck to make her fall apart, gasping and moaning.


            “Ahh, that is definitely okay. Where does she live?”


            “Not far. I told her about you a few weeks ago. She’s psyched, to say the least. Mothers,” he said, and she could feel his head shake from behind her. She laughed.


            “Okay, okay. When? I think I’m free Wednesday.”


            “That’ll be fine. I’ll text her later, when I’m not so… relaxed. Have I ever told you how gorgeous your shoulder is? It’s illegal.”


            “My shoulder?” Annabeth asked, grinning. Percy and his random proclamations.


            “Yes. The freckles. And your skin. It’s smooth. And warm.” He sighed into her hair. “You’re so beautiful, Annabeth.”


            “Thank you, Percy Jackson. I would say that you’re a dashing young lad, but I think you know that,” she teased as she flipped over and kissed him. Warm was a good word to describe their kisses. Smooth and tingly and right were other good ones.


            “Annabeth?” he asked, in between kisses, his fingers twirling the hair at the base of her neck.


            “Yes, love?” She pulled back, her hands still resting on his hips.


            “I love you.”


            His eyes were green, spackled with brown and blue as he stared at her, a blush creeping into his cheeks.


            She kissed him. It was the first time he’d said it.


            “I love you too,” she said, smiling into the kiss as he nuzzled her nose.


            “Gods, I’ve been waiting to say that for so long.”


            “I love you.”


            “I love you I love you I love you I love you I love you!”


            “Percy Jackson! Are you going to ruin the moment?” She was grinning.


            “I fully intend to. I love you I love you I love you I lo-“


            She shut him up with her tongue.


            Who said it wasn’t effective?


            And when she met his mother and stepdad a week later, she was polite and composed and didn’t laugh at his stepfather’s name- Blofis, what the hell- and Percy completely glowed at her from across the table (nope, definitely not playing footsie under the table).


 


 


            “Hey, darling! You want to catch a coffee later?”


            “I’d love to. Awful day at work- my boss is such an idiot. Regular place?”


            He laughed, the speaker of the phone not doing his darling voice justice. “Where else?”


 


 


            She walked into the ever-charming (now familiar) coffee shop, heels clacking against the floor, shivering from the pouring rain outside. She had a sense of déjà vu as she realized it was ridiculously similar to the day she’d met Percy. Drenched from the rain, a warm shop, Percy (looking as handsome as ever) behind the counter. She grinned as he smiled at her, shifting somewhat nervously, holding her regular mocha latte out as she reached the register, all while digging for something in his pocket.


            Annabeth met him with a chaste kiss, taking the coffee from him, twirling the cup around to see what he’d written her this time (always a cute message- looking gorgeous today or you are perfect). It was her favorite part of meeting him at the café.


            Scrawled in Percy’s handwriting where a compliment might’ve been was written: “Will you marry me?”


            Her jaw dropped open as he hopped over the counter, dropping on one knee and opening a small box which held a small, elegant diamond ring.


            Oh. My. Gods. Oh my gods. He’s proposing! Keep calm keep calm oh shit oh shit oh shit-


            “Percy, oh my gods!” she exclaimed, blushing as every customer in the shop turned towards the couple.


            “So what is it, what do you say?” he asked, looking at her with the same hopeful green eyes she’d first seen in this same spot.


            “Is that even a question? Of course I’ll marry you, you idiot,” she said, laughing, overcome with excitement as he clumsily and rather quickly threaded her finger through the ring. He grinned as the coffee shop exploded in applause, patrons clapping and occasionally wolf-whistling. Percy quickly jumped to his feet.


            “I love you I love you I love you-“


            He was cut off when Annabeth kissed him hard, pressing her lips to his and intertwining her hands in his hair, careful not to get the ring caught in his curls. Percy’s hands found her waist, the little box still in hand, pressed against her back.


In your tears and in your blood,


In your fire and in your flood,


I hear you laugh, I heard you sing,


"I wouldn't change a single thing."
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            Wedding planning was a nightmare. Annabeth had never realized how many things weddings envelop, and she was drowning in registries, forms, and invitations.


            Of course, Percy tried to help, but his comments about dresses, suits, color schemes, and “don’t you just want to elope to Vegas?” weren’t helping things along. They weren’t going to have a goddamn “under the sea” themed wedding, no matter how much he and the wedding planner (a suspicious-looking woman named Circe) pushed her to.


            And then there was her family. Annabeth didn’t mention them much, and there was a reason. But Percy finally pushed her to introduce him, and they took an impromptu flight to San Francisco to even things out (and tell the family about the engagement).


            As they sped through clouds, Annabeth looking wistfully out the window (Percy had graciously given her his window seat), he asked, “Annabeth? Can I ask you about your family?”


            She sighed. She supposed it would come at one time or another. Annabeth turned to face him, looking into his light green eyes, curious and a little bit sad. “Yeah. It’s not really a happy story, though…”


            “It’s okay,” he said, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “We all have those stories.”


            At times, Annabeth forgot how perfect her boyfriend (fiancé!) was, but never for too long. Her lips curved into a smile, looking up at him. “Okay. Well, to start off, my mother was never there. My dad used to say she was beautiful, kind, you know, but most of all, intelligent. She helped my dad through college- study things, all of that, and she even helped with money issues. I guess it turned into something more and when he left school, she left too, leaving me, a newborn child, with him. He had no idea what to do with me. I was a troublemaker, I have ADHD, I have dyslexia, and though it’s gotten better throughout the years, I know my dad still won’t actually want me. I don’t think he ever did.”


            Percy whispered against her cheek, “Annabeth, love-“


            She interrupted. “No, no, it’s okay. Anyways, it’s been almost twenty years, I’ve gotten over it. I ran away from home when I was six. My dad married someone else a year before and it was terrible. She hated me. I think they had kids later, but I was long gone. Anyways, I met Thalia while about to be assaulted in an alley- I wasn’t smart about running away- and she let me stay with her for a month or two. It was summer and I’d just gotten out of first grade.”


            Percy frowned. “Where did you go after Thalia’s?”


            “Thalia and I never really left each other. See, about two months after I first met her, her mom died,” Annabeth said.


            “Died?” Percy’s eyebrows shot up.


            “Tragic car accident. Thalia wasn’t actually that shaken up about it, really, her mom was an alcoholic and drug addict, it was really bad. Really bad. I stayed in Thalia’s room all the time and no one found out, but sometimes when her mom would come in at two in the morning I could hear glass shattering and them both yelling. But it did Thalia wonders when her mom was gone.”


            “Drinks?” an attendant interrupted the story, smiling, her green-tinged hair up in a curly ponytail.


            “Do you happen to have blue Coke?” Percy asked, picking his head up from Annabeth’s shoulder.


            The woman gave him a baffled, confused look. “What?”


            “Okay. Never mind. Thanks. Nothing for me,” he said, laying his head back down. Annabeth shook her head, laughing.


            “I can’t take you anywhere,” she grinned, ruffling his hair.


            “Hey! That makes me feel like a two-year-old.”


            “You sure act like one,” she said, giggling.


            “Okay, okay, finish your story,” Percy said, nuzzling her shoulder with his nose. She smiled. He was like a puppy. A really cute puppy.


            “Alright. Well, her mom died, and so we were put in this orphanage, right? Except it really wasn’t an orphanage. More like a year-round summer camp for weird kids. I think we really got off lucky, though, the place was great and schooled us and eventually when I was eighteen, I went to NYU for architecture. And now I’m here,” Annabeth finished with a sigh, leaning her head against Percy’s. “That’s my story. It’s kind of wild, there, in the middle.”


            “Mmmhm. So this is the first time you’re seeing your dad and step-family in twenty years?”


            “Yeah. Honestly, I’m kind of freaking out.”


            “I’m sorry,” Percy said, picking up his head and looking at her sincerely. “I made you come here and I really didn’t know. I’m sorry.”


            Annabeth sighed. “I guess it’s okay. I was going to have to see them anyways. This can be, like, a pre-honeymoon. Except with family. Are we getting a hotel room?”


            “If we do, we can have sex because frankly, I’m not sure if I want my future father-in-law hearing you screaming-“


            She hit him lightly on the shoulder as the businessman beside Percy gave them a dirty look. They put their hands over their mouths, stifling giggles.


            “You couldn’t be more inconspicuous,” she whispered, grinning at him as she rested her head on his shoulder.


 


 


 


            “Grover?”


            “Yeah, Perce?”


            “Can you tie a bowtie?”


            Grover laughed, nervously nibbling on a soda can. “Yeah. Shouldn’t you have thought this out before? The wedding’s in three hours.”


            “Oh my gods, Grover, shut up. I’m freaking out as is.”


            He definitely was. Percy’s hands were fiddling with everything, from the buttons on his jacket to his hair to the ends of his bowtie, and he was pacing back and forth, trying to get the energy out. It wasn’t working.


            “Percy, have a couple drinks. It’s okay. She loves you. You love her. What could go wrong?”


            He sat on the bed, frantically lacing his fingers through his hair. “Don’t even get me started, dude. She could remember that I’m an idiot and stupid and ugly and not want to marry me, one of her relatives or friends or someone could decide I’m not worthy and stand up to say I suck, she could even be running at this very moment-“


            “Relax! Nothing baaad is going to happen! Things go wrong at weddings. But if she’s decided she wants to marry you, it’s going to happen. Annabeth always sticks to her plans,” Grover said, sniffing a bouquet of flowers like he was smelling a good meal.


            “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God-“


            “Freaking out as much as Annabeth is?” Thalia stuck her blue-haired head in the door, grinning.


            “Shut up!” Percy nearly yelled.


            “Whoa, touchy. She’s nearly crying in there as well. I don’t know why it’s such a big-“


            “She’s nearly crying?” Percy’s mouth dropped open. He stood up. He was going to be there to help her. He didn’t care about waiting to see her in the dress, he knew she would be beautiful now just as much as when she walked down the aisle.


            “Percy, dude, you don’t need to be the hero, she’s fine, it’s a bit of stress-“


            Percy cut Grover off. “What room is she in?”


            “It’s no big-“


            “Where. The. Fuck. Is. Her. Room?” he turned to Thalia, who sighed and rolled her eyes.


            “Come on, Romeo, it’s 213. You will knock first and if she doesn’t want to see you, she will by no means be seeing you,” she said, closing the door as she withdrew her head from the room.


            “Okay, Grover, I’m going over there, can you tie my bowtie first?” Percy asked, his fingers tapping anxiously on his thigh. Grover sighed, beckoning him closer.


            “I guess there’s nothing I can do to stop you?” he asked, tying it with a few short, swift movements.


            “Nope.”


            “I suppose you’re on your own then. I’ll see you in a bit, don’t spend forever in there. You’re flying out for your honeymoon tonight, you’ll have more than enough time for that.”


            Percy grinned. “Thanks, Grover.”


            “Yeah, yeah. Go and comfort your girlfriend.”


            “Fiancé!” Percy yelled behind him as he shut the door. He heard laughter as he walked down the hall towards room 213.


 


 


            It was a simple wedding- and it truly turned out perfectly. One of their only plans that really went to plan, actually.


            There wasn’t rain on their wedding day, no awkwardly drunken relatives trying to dance, no rips in the dress, no objections, no nothing. As the newlyweds changed into sweatpants for their flight to Greece, rings on fingers, makeup being wiped off (of Annabeth, of course), they reveled in the after-effects of lots and lots of champagne. They were a bit tipsy, not enough to be worried about, but the two were giggly enough to make the taxi driver to the airport laugh at them as they slid out of the cab.


 


 


            “Great job on booking hotels. This is gorgeous.”


            “And soundproof. Aren’t we supposed to be marathoning sex by now?”


            “Gods, Percy, we’re not even unpacked, can’t we just enjoy the view?“


            “Later.”


            “We can do this later, too-“


            “How many times do you think I can make you come before five o’clock?”


            “Oh my gods-“


 


 


 


            “I forgot something.”


            “What, Percy? We’re in the middle of-“


            “Condoms.”


            “Well. It’s okay, remember? I’m on birth control. And unless you have any STD’s, I think we’re fine.”


            “If I had any STD’s I think I should have told you around the time you first put your mouth on my dick.”


            “Eloquent. And by that do you mean our first date?”


            “Hmm… yes.”


 


 


 


            “Hey, Seaweed Brain?”


            “Yeah?”


            “You know the whole flu thing?”


            “Uhh… yeah?”


            “Well, I’m pretty sure it’s not the flu.”


            “Uhm… Congratulations? Why are you telling me this?”


            “If you really want to know, I’m pregnant. And unless I’m the non-virgin Mary, your child is growing inside of me.”


            “Wow. It’s just like Breaking Dawn.”


            “Oh my gods, did you actually read those? I knew you were a teenage girl at heart.”


            “Let’s see… check on the broken headboard, check on the bruising-“


            “Hey, you’re the one who gets all possessive-“


            “Now all we need is Grover to fall instantly in love with our newborn child.”


            “Ew.”


            …


            “Holy shit, Annabeth. We’re having a baby.”
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            “I thought you were going to take her to ballet?”


            “I thought you were coming home early?”


            “Percy, I always work late on Mondays. Oh my gods, she’s already fifteen minutes late…”


            Percy groaned and put his face in his hands, exhausted from being up all night trying to get Luke to actually sleep instead of cry over God knows what, and Silena demanded that the tea parties last the entire day before settling down to take a nap. Percy decided that stay-at-home parents did not get enough support. Children were not easy, he’d learned the hard way. Silena had been unexpected, and four years later they’d had no idea Luke was even there until two months after the sex. He’d learned how to change diapers when Silena cried and he’d supposed something was wrong. He was just making it up as he went.


            “Silena, honey?” he called to her from the living room. She scurried in, short legs waddling, clad in pink tights and a tiny black leotard.


            “Daddy? When will we leave?” she asked, tugging the end of his shirt. He sighed, bracing himself.


            “Darling, I don’t think we can go to ballet today, okay? Mommy and Daddy are having some problems-“


            “What?” Her tiny green eyes were immediately glistening with tears, and dammit Percy was a sucker for crying children.


            “I’m sorry, ‘Lena, we can’t go today. I know you want to, but-“


            She was already running back to her room, little sniffles coming from down the hall. Her bedroom door closed quietly, and Percy was glad that at least they’d taught her not to slam doors. He just hoped she’d keep that through her teenage years.


            He turned around to Annabeth. “Hopefully she won’t be mad for too long,” he sighed, going back into the kitchen sink to clean up the dishes from dinner.


            Annabeth came up behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist. “Sorry about the whole work thing. It’s not your fault, I’ve been busy and you’ve been busy and it’s not easy to work all this out.”


            “It’s okay, Annabeth,” he said, sponging down the pasta pot and kissing her on the cheek. “You should probably go talk to her, though. She needs to take a bath tonight anyways.”


            “Wish me luck,” she says, slipping off her heels with her index fingers and leaving them by the kitchen island. “At least she hasn’t woken Luke up with her crying.”


            “Thank the gods for that little mercy.” Percy smiled.


 


 


            “Si?” she asked, tiptoeing down the hall to the bedroom door with princess crowns and fish stickers all over it (Annabeth didn’t understand her daughter’s tastes) and knocking on it lightly. A sniffle sounded through the door, but a crumpling down at her feet startled her. Tiny fingers were stuffing a piece of paper under the door.


            Annabeth unfolded the note, trying not to smile at the words, and she tried knocking on the door again. “Silena, darling, I know you don’t want to talk to me and you’re mad, but Daddy and I are sorry. You can definitely go to ballet next week, okay?”


            The door opened a crack and Annabeth saw blonde hair and green eyes peering through. “Momma?”


            Annabeth got down on her knees, opening the door, and took Silena into a big hug. “I’m sorry, baby.”


            “It’s okay, Momma. It’s hard being mad at people,” she said into Annabeth’s hair- which was just like her own- and closed her arms around Annabeth’s shoulders.


            Annabeth smiled. “Thank you, Si.”


 


 


 


 


“Luke, are you okay?” Percy said, furrowing his eyebrows. “You seem a bit-“


            “Dad, I need to tell you something.” Luke’s face was flushed and he was rocking back and forth on his heels. Percy could hear his nerves from the tapping on the table to the shake in his voice.


            “Yeah? Do you want to sit down?” he asked his son. Percy would be lying if he said he wasn’t nervous when he heard those words. Luke was in high school, and the kid was brilliant- but Percy knew every teenage kid got himself into trouble once in a while. Luke shook his head.


            “Dad,” Luke said, and he took a deep breath. “I’m gay.”


            Percy smiled. “Is that all?” he asked, not even perturbed.


            “Is it okay?”


            “Of course, Luke,” Percy said, “It doesn’t even matter. Just make sure you introduce him to me first.”


            Percy walked over to his son, wrapping his still trembling Luke in his arms. “Don’t worry. You don’t have to worry about us like that. And I know your mother will care less than I will.”


            Luke relaxed in his arms. “Thanks, Dad.”


            As they broke the hug and the father-son moment, Luke walked down the hall, back to his room.


            “Hey Luke?” Percy yelled.


            “Yeah?”


            “Clear your Internet history.”


            As if he hadn’t known already.


 


 


 


 


            It wasn’t easy, raising children, watching them grow into actual people, through elementary school, middle school, high school, and graduation, and off to college where Annabeth couldn’t tell Silena about her uncoordinated outfits and Percy couldn’t always remind Luke to do his homework. Their kids got jobs, and Silena wrote for Cosmopolitan and married a man named Beckendorf while Luke professionally played soccer (and his parents cheered him on every game).


            But Annabeth and Percy felt old, and the empty spaces in their house reminded them of it all the time, so they traveled. Greece and Rome and Italy and England and everywhere they could go and be their own selves. Annabeth admired architecture everywhere they went and Percy slept on benches, then Percy scuba-dived while Annabeth sketched the shore. They held hands and kissed each others’ cheeks and reinvented Titanic scenes on cruise ships while people smiled and told them what a cute couple they were. Percy would run his hand through his thinning and graying hair, saying, “It’s mostly me, isn’t it?” while pressing his lips to Annabeth’s cheek as she giggled through a thoroughly kissed mouth.


            The peace in old age was the porch swings, the laziness, the patience, the relaxation while waiting for everyone else to catch up. It was subtle, it was sad, it was wrinkly, it was happy.


            Rachel was young in her old age, on her feet all day painting, and though her red hair had lightened to white, the lines around her eyes from smiling stayed the same. Thalia still very rarely didn’t have blue streaking her hair, and her job at the local beauty salon stayed as long as her life did. Grover planted trees as long as he could stand and his appetite for enchiladas never did go away (not quite as sentimental, but it made them all giggle when he’d order a plate of four cheese ones and nothing else). The five of them were best friends to last ages, and even as they grew older, they were still the ones laughing the louder in bars and restaurants.


            When Percy died, none of them knew what to do. Rachel was somber, Thalia sobbed, Grover was in shock, but Annabeth just grew very, very tired. She didn’t talk, she didn’t laugh, and though she never was dependent on Percy, nothing was really the same. But two months later, she passed, too- curled up in bed facing a picture the couple had taken their first date- in the kitchen in the morning, bright faces, mussy hair, her in yoga pants and him in a t-shirt, grinning happily, arms wrapped around each other.


 


 


            You can find their house in Elysium- it’s the one with a pool in the back and peonies in the front garden. Old music streams from the vintage radio resting on the windowsill and sometimes, you’ll see shadows dancing through the windows.
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"Honey, I'm home," Percy called as he shut the door behind him.


Annabeth came out from their bedroom, cradling their son, Luke.


Hearing him say that made her smirk. Funny; whenever she thought of them getting married she'd always imagined him saying that when he came home. Now, when he actually did it, it just came off as cheesy, cliché, and silly. In a word, endearing.


"Welcome back, Seaweed Brain," she kissed him.


They both smiled. She'd been using that nickname since they were twelve. It was one of the many ways she showed her affection for him.


Luke's eyes lit up when he saw his father. He smiled and reached out his hand. "Da-da!"


The beautiful baby boy had his father's sea-green eyes, which sparkled with the same intelligent light as his mother's. His smile took after Percy's, and he'd inherited Annabeth's honey-blonde hair.


Percy grinned, and he picked his son out of his wife's arms.


"I'm trying to put him to sleep, Seaweed Brain," Annabeth said, but made no attempt to recapture her son, as an amused smile spread over her lips.


"Da-da!" the boy laughed in delight, as Percy raised and lowered him.


"And UP and DOWN and UP and DOWN and UP!"


Percy tossed the giggling baby into the air with the last "UP".


"Percy, are you sure that's safe?" Annabeth asked, but her smile told him she was just asking out of obligation.


Percy caught his son, both of them still laughing.


"Of course it's safe! Right, Luke?"


"Da-da!" Luke agreed enthusiastically, and Percy tossed and caught him again.


"You're still such a Seaweed Brain, Percy," Annabeth kissed him on the cheek.


"And I know it drives you crazy," he told her.


"The good kind of crazy, or the bad kind?"


"Both."


She smiled. It was true.


Percy put Luke on his shoulders.


"Da-da!"


"Wheeeee!"


As Annabeth watched her husband, with their son riding on his shoulders, charging around the apartment for five minutes, both of them laughing throughout, she couldn't help but join in their laughter too.


"Alright, here you go," Percy said, tucking Luke back into his mother's arms.


She kissed Luke on the forehead, then Percy on the cheek.


"Ma-ma," the baby cooed. "Da-da."


Annabeth smiled, and tickled his nose.


"Yes, Luke. Mummy and Daddy are here for you."


"And Mummy and Daddy are here for each other," Percy said, tilting his wife's chin up and locking eyes with her.


"As always."


He leaned in and planted a tender kiss on her lips.


She smiled warmly at him, recalling all the adventures they had together, the times she'd counted on him to keep her alive, the times where all she had was him, and all he had was her.


"I love you, Seaweed Brain," she said, the rush of emotion inside her overflowing into words.


"Ma-ma!" Luke tugged at his mother's dress.


"Oh, Luke, are you hungry?"


"Ma-ma!"


The boy was more insistent this time, and he pulled harder on Annabeth's dress.


Annabeth sat down on the sofa, and (without going into immodest detail) she opened her dress to allow her son to feed. Percy sat down beside his wife.


"Brave little Luke," Percy played with his son's fingers. "Most babies your age would cry when their daddies play with them like that. But I knew you wouldn't."


Annabeth tenderly brushed his hair.


"He has his father's heart."


"And his mother's brains," Percy added.


She smiled, kissing their son on the head again.


"You'll grow up to do great things, Luke. Maybe even greater things than your father did."


"I don't doubt that."


Percy quietly watched his wife nurse their son for a bit more. The baby closed his eyes, slowly drifting off to sleep.


He thought about his little family. It was as he had pictured. Through great pain and difficulty (suffered together, of course), Annabeth and he had made peace with the Romans, who had designated a Greek quarter of the city for them, a perfect place for Greek demigods to start their families in safety, which was exactly what the two of them did. Some of the others from Camp Half-Blood came too, like Chris and Clarisse.


"Well, you finally did it," he told her after a while.


She looked at him quizzically.


"Turns out it wasn't hubris. You built something permanent. A home for us, here, where we can belong."


"No," she said. "It was hubris. Without you carrying us through it all, without your vision to give me hope, without your arms always there ready to catch me and hold me and protect me when I fall, I'd never have gotten this far. We built this, Percy. Together."


He smiled. "Ha, got you to admit it. Couldn't do it without me."


She punched his arm, but her smile told him she just being playful.


"Di immortales, Seaweed Brain! Okay! You win!"


Her gaze softened.


"But I've always known inside that I needed you," she continued, her voice tender. "Ever since when we were twelve. Those six torturous months without you only made it painfully clear."


He kissed her gently.


"No more pain," Percy promised his wife. "I'll never leave you again."


They turned back to their son, and continued watching him in silence. Tranquillity. Peace.


"Well," he murmured. "All that hard work paid off. At last, we have peace. A place where we can start a family and grow old and die together."


Now all that's left to do is to wait for Luke to be old enough to chase seagulls across the forum.


"A place where we started a family," Annabeth corrected.


She gave him a flirtatious smirk, and he blushed, realising she was thinking about their wedding night. Or maybe one of the honeymoon nights. Or maybe all of those nights at once.


She turned back to her son, and gently stroked his cheek.


"You know, sometimes, when I look at Luke, I get this sudden swell inside me when I realise what he represents."


She looked at Percy.


"When we kissed at the altar, it felt…it felt like it was the first real kiss we'd shared. We weren't just teens in love anymore. We were a real couple. We were joined together forever, and nothing in the world could tear us apart. We were two before then, and in that moment, one."


"And, from…" a smirk played on her lips once more, "…the night after that, came this beautiful little boy, our very own son, the fruit of our love. I'd carried him inside me for nine, long, torturous months, and underwent the worst pain in the world to deliver him, but it was all worth it."


Percy's eyes felt damp. He'd been the one giving the romantic speeches most of the time. But hearing this from Annabeth…


"OK, maybe not the worst pain," she continued. "Nothing compares to the months I spent without you, when Hera kidnapped you…"


He lunged at her lips, kissing her fiercely and passionately.


"I love you, Annabeth," he said, his voice quivering. He was on the verge of tears.


"I still can't believe how lucky I am for you to be mine…"


He bent down and kissed the baby's cheek.


"…or for Luke to be ours."


"Don't worry," she said softly. "I'm yours. Forever and always. I promised. I made that vow at the altar, and I sealed it that night, and because of that, we now have Luke. You are mine, I am yours, and Luke is ours. We are together. One. A family."


A crescendo of emotion swelled within Percy, and a tear dripped from his face onto Annabeth's lap.


"Oh, Annabeth," he said, "I love you so, so much."


He gave her another long, loving kiss, and then wrapped his arms around his son and wife, pulling them close to him. They sat together a while longer, observing the boy.


Annabeth remembered Percy telling her his plans for the future for the two of them, all those years ago on the Argo II. She remembered picturing them as a family in New Rome, like they were now. They'd held on to that dream through it all. No matter what they were hit with, they would struggle against it with all their might, in the hope that one day, all of it would pay off, and they would have their happily ever after.


"Well, this is it, then," Annabeth said contentedly, after a while. "This is the happy ending for us. For our love story. All the fighting, all the adventures, all the sacrifices, all for this."


He didn't reply to that at first.


"Luke," he finally said, although his gaze was directed at Annabeth.


"Daddy's gonna tell you a bedtime story."


She met his eyes.


"Once upon a time, there was a very beautiful and very clever princess," he smiled at his wife, who was blushing.


"And this princess found a brave and handsome—"


"Let's not forget silly."


"—and maybe-a-teensy-weensy-bit-silly prince. He was hurt, so she took care of him until he got better. Then they went on many adventures together, and saved the world many times. And, somewhere along the way, they realised they were in love. So, after they were done with their adventures, the prince married the princess, and they changed from prince and princess into king and queen."


He took her hand, their gazes still locked.


"Annabeth, you were once my princess. And now, you're my queen. But you'll always be my Wise Girl, and I'll always love you."


She blushed as he kissed her once more.


"They settled down in a small, cosy castle," he continued, "and they had a little prince of their own. And his name was Luke."


The boy seemed to stir a little at the mention of his name, as Percy and Annabeth turned their gazes to him.


"Will this little prince find a beautiful princess as well? Will he save the world as many times as his daddy and mummy did? Will they fall in love and marry and have a little prince of their own, too? I don't know, because you have to write this part of the story yourself, Luke. It's your story now."


"Just remember that your Mummy and Daddy will always be there for you, no matter what," Annabeth stroked his cheek.


"But, for now, the story of the prince and the princess is finished," Percy said, hugging his son and wife closer to him.


He kissed the two of them on their respective foreheads.


"And they all lived happily ever after," he whispered tenderly.
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Summary


It's not that she's weak. It's not that she can't handle it. But everyone needs a little help sometimes. Annabeth is no different. She's having a rough time and she needs a little saving. It's up to Percy to do a bit of hero work; the easiest of his career, it seems.


Set after House of Hades, a bit of AU as we have no idea if they're going to make it out alive.


If Annabeth had thought that climbing from Tartarus hand over hand, fending off every monster in all of the Underworld with little more than a penknife would be the most difficult thing to ever happen to her, she had been wrong. Senior year was harder. Especially since she had moved to a brand new school for this year. Her father had a friend who was a professor at Columbia and she had opened her home to Annabeth while she finished up her schooling so that she could stay near Olympus, the camp and Percy. Eleanor’s house was little more than a crash pad for the girl, she spent most of her time at the Jackson apartment or in the library of Olympus. Between schoolwork and the rebuilding of the Golden City, she was hardpressed for time and sleep.


She forced herself to do her homework first, which would have been simple had she not been taking mostly AP classes and attempting to get straight A’s to earn a scholarship to Columbia. Jason had pretty much guaranteed her a spot in New Rome’s University at Camp Jupiter, but she was hoping to stay on the East Coast. It wasn’t that Percy that would not come with her, she had no doubt that he would, but his place was at Camp Half-Blood and she would not put him in a situation that forced him to fly if he needed to work. Traditional air travel was still terrifying to him and a pegasus was not ideal for long distances.


Eleanor respected her need for privacy, especially after her father had explained that she was given a good deal of freedom, that he trusted her choices implicitly. Saving the world half a dozen times gave her the right to no curfew, she imagined. So the nights she fell asleep in the library or at the kitchen table at the Jackson’s, Eleanor just let her be. More often than not, Percy would deliver her home late in the evening, sometimes asleep in his arms.


But it was not the studying that Annabeth found difficult. Studying came as second nature to her. It was the rest of it that was hard. She imagined that the first few weeks of school had been confusing for her classmates. She was muscular, toned, athletic. She had curly blonde hair and soft gray eyes. She was lean, lithe, attractive. Within the first week she had been approached by every girls’ team in the school; volleyball, soccer, powder puff football, even cheerleading. She had declined them all. It soon became apparent that she was not what most considered a typical pretty girl. Her tumultuous curls were always restrained in a ponytail or a messy bun. She wore jeans every day; at least most of the time she tried to match her Converse to her t-shirt. Ok, sometimes.


She did not make friends easily, especially friends with girls. All of her friends at been made at the edge of a blade; high school girls were a monster she had never had to face. Not that it mattered. Percy took up all of her free time. When she wasn’t studying or sleeping she was cuddled up against him. Whenever he was, she was with him. They had been through so much together, lost so much, lost each other enough times to warrant the constant attachment. Sally couldn’t argue with them. They were born to be together; they all knew that.


The real problem, she acknowledged, was that she was ill-prepared for senior girls. She had never really dealt with real girls. The closest she had ever come where the children of Aphrodite, but they were merely caricatures of real girls. Many of them were pretentious, petty narcissists. Real girls were just mean. Maybe it was the fact that Annabeth didn’t care, or maybe it was that she was naturally beautiful, strong and independent, but she became a target for a team of girls hellbent on owning the Spence School.


The leader of the pack was named Jasmina Harris, Mina for short. She was almost as tall as Annabeth with ebony hair and eyes the color of molten chocolate. Her legs went on for days, her whole frame willowy and elegant. When she moved she looked almost feline. She had a band of cronies with her, Aubrey, Kelsey and Kyla. Each of them was a carbon copy of Mina herself; though Annabeth suspected the only one with her natural hair color was Mina.


When Annabeth had first been introduced to Mina and her gang of gigglers she had spent most of class attempting to see through the mist. Anyone that awful had to be a monster, or so she thought. There was nothing supernatural about the girls. They were just mean.


It began with the giggles. Whenever they would walk past Annabeth, they would snicker behind their hands. Then it escalated to rumors. She was a ward of the state, spent time in juvie, kicked out of numerous schools, anti-social. She suspected the last one was mostly true. She spoke to Percy and her friends from camp. She spoke to Rachel. She did not bother to get close to anyone at Spence. But was the most recent one that riled her to the point that she found herself storming into the Jackson apartment, her skin flushed red in anger, her gray eyes flashing silver.


Percy was seated at the kitchen table, his biology book open before him. He was taking notes when she stomped through the door and his head shot up to stare at her. “Ugh!” she exclaimed, slamming the door. “Why can’t I just fight the Minotaur for my diploma?”


The corners of his mouth turned up a fraction at her frustration. “Did you get an A minus, babe?” he asked, fighting his smirk.


“No!” she exclaimed, momentarily horrified. For a moment she just stood there, staring at him as though he had sudden spouted Hydra heads. She shook herself to clear the horror before adding, “No. It’s these ridiculous girls at school. They’re complete wastes!”


He frowned. She was opinionated, sure, but she was more often than not his voice of reason. She saw the good in most everyone. Even when Luke was blatantly evil, she still saw the good in him. There was a stab of pain just behind his heart as he thought about his last moments with Luke Castellan. Then it was gone as she stormed around the table and leaned down, with her palms pressed against the surface. “Ok,” he said, laying down his pen to mark his page and closing the book. “What’s happened?” Those green eyes burned into her as she sank down on the chair and ran her hands through her hair; they tangled in the curls and she had to fight her way free.


“They say the most awful things,” she whispered. “I can face down Medusa. I can fight a kraken. I can climb out of Tartarus itself. But these girls. I don’t know how to make it stop.” Percy’s heart constricted. He hated seeing her like this. “And it doesn’t matter. Not really. Because I’m the architect of Olympus. I found the Mark of Athena for gods’ sake. I don’t need them to like me. I just need them to leave me alone so that I can study in peace!”


She was shaking as he rose to his feet and came around the table to her. He kneeled down, turning her chair to face him. Her hands fell down from her face and dropped into her lap. Percy reached out and took them in his. “What’s going on, Annabeth?” he demanded softly but firmly.


“I was ok with the stories of juvie, or being a ward of the state. I’m sure there are worse things that are true. I’m sure that if they could see me wield a sword they would have a few choice words.”


His gaze hardened. “They’re saying these things about you?” he questioned.


She ignored him, pushing herself on. “And you know what? This one isn’t quite so bad, really. But now people giggle in the library while I’m studying. There are gross notes in my locker. Before people were afraid of me, and I was ok with that.”


“Annabeth,” he growled, getting frustrated with the way that she was avoiding his questions. “What are they saying?”


She sighed, rolling those gorgeous gray eyes to him. “They’re telling people that I like girls.” Percy’s eyes widened and he attempted to hide a smile. She saw and attempted to glare at him, but she started to smile instead. “And you know that wouldn’t bother me, considering. But for a school in New York City, it seems that these people are incredibly narrow-minded.”


“Oh, Annabeth,” he muttered, pulling her out of the chair and into his lap. She slipped into his arms easily where he sat on the floor of the kitchen. “It’s no big deal, babe.” She buried her face in his neck and inhaled his salty scent. “Like you said, you’re the architect of Olympus. You found the Mark of Athena. And I don’t care if you are a closeted lesbian. You don’t seem to mind our time in bed, so I’m good with whatever.”


She choked back laughter, brushing her lips against his throat. He groaned, trailing his hands over her back through the t-shirt. “Seriously, Annabeth. Don’t let this get to you. You’re better than them.” She did not relent, focusing on the tender flesh at his clavicle. “I can’t think when you do that, you know!” he exclaimed. Her lips moved from his clavicle up to his ear as she smirked against his skin. He let out as gasp as her teeth grazed his earlobe. “Annabeth,” he added warningly.


“When are your mom and Paul gonna be home?” she whispered against him. His arms tightened at her waist, pulling her flush against him.


“Not till after seven. They had to go to Jersey for some supplies Paul needed for classes.” It was all he could do to focus on speaking coherently.


“Good,” she answered, tangling her hands in the shaggy hair at the back of his neck. “Let me show you how much I love our time in bed.” It was all the invitation he needed. He swept to his feet, her legs locked around his waist, his hands on her rear as he held her aloft. He masterfully made his way down the hall to his room and bumped the door open without separating himself from a single inch of her. With a swift kick it closed again, sealing them in for the afternoon. 


 


 


The next day was easier to handle. She had gotten out a good deal of her frustrations, several times actually. She managed to get in a few quality hours of study time in a quiet corner of the library and even found herself able to ignore some of the jibes that were coming at her from her blind spot throughout the day. She got back her chemistry and calculus tests; her studying had paid off, she got an A on both.


With the final bell, she pushed herself up from her desk and meandered through the hallways to her locker. She dropped off her AP History text and picked up her AP Lit book before slamming the locker shut and turning on her heel. Mina and her cronies stood between her and the exit. She sighed and rolled her eyes before moving in her direction.


Annabeth was a warrior, a daughter of Athena. As she strolled the distance between herself and Mina she saw a million and one battle strategies. Had she held a weapon of some kind she could have dispatched this girl with both eyes closed and one hand tied behind her back. She was one of the leaders of the demi-god army that saved the world. She had singlehandedly found the Mark of Athena. She could have taken Mina before the bitch could blink an eye. It was this inner monologue that kept her moving forward toward the door. She sidestepped the quartet, much to Mina’s annoyance. She kept moving, focused on the sunlight streaming from the glass doors at the front of Spence.


She felt rather than heard the atmosphere shift as Mina and the girls turned on their heels. Then the click-clack of their perfectly sized designer heels began to follow her, their voices rising up in a chorus taunting her faded jeans and t-shirts. Annabeth pushed herself through the doors, swinging them open. They were closer than she thought because the doors never sealed, she heard their constant stream of chatter in her ears. She hit the steps and stopped abruptly.


Across the street from Spence, leaned against a mailbox, was the tall, lean, dark haired figure of her wonderful boyfriend. His arms were crossed over his chest, one ankle locked over the other. He wore his favorite faded jeans but his normal t-shirt had been replaced. In its place he wore a button down shirt the color of the sea on a sunny day. It was apparent that he had attempted to tame his wild hair and though he managed to get it brushed to one side it still fell roguishly in his startling green eyes. She saw the glimmer in those eyes all the way across the street.


He pushed himself from the mailbox and prowled across the street, moving like a lion. She found herself fastened to the spot as Mina and her followers stopped to appreciate the man coming toward them. Annabeth took the moment of silence to appreciate the form of the man before her. His shoulders were broad, his biceps full from swinging Riptide around the practice ring. His waist was tapered from all the running he did. He seemed to shine in the street, the godliness rolling off of him. He drew the eye of every girl outside Spence. She was convinced there were even some girls in the windows watching him.


As he stepped onto the sidewalk only feet from the steps she stood on she felt the draw that always happened between them. She took a step down, her lips turning up at the corners. “Hey,” he whispered, hands tucked in his pocket.


“Hey,” she answered, taking the final step to street level. “What are you doing here?”


He smirked, reaching out to grip her hand. She grinned back as he pulled her a step closer, his free hand snaking around her waist. “What I always do.” She quirked an eyebrow at him in askance. “Saving you, of course.”


“Saving me?” she snorted, rolling her eyes as he pulled her even closer. “Pretty sure I’m the savior here.”


He shook his head, enjoying the feeling of her pressed against him. “Remember, you’re the architect. I’m the hero.”


“You’re my hero, Seaweed Brain,” she whispered, eliciting a snort from him with her corniness. But his mission was apparent, and it was a pleasure to complete it. For the first time in his life, he was happily dashing into the fray. He gripped her tightly, pressing her down into a dip that would make Fred Astaire stand up and applaud. Her blonde hair tumbled from its loose bun, spilling out to fan around her as his hand found the back of her head. With that irresistible smirk in place, he bent his head and pressed his lips to her as her arms crawled around his shoulders and pulled her more tightly against him.


Without warning, he swept her up, maintaining his balance with the grace of a dancer, and scooped her up with the steel band of his arm wrapped securely behind her knees. She snickered against his lips before he deepened the kiss, burning away any thoughts in her head about the audience they were attracting. All that mattered in that moment was his mouth, his tongue, his arms. When they finally broke away it was her that instigated it. She was gasping for air, her hands so wrapped up in his hair that she had to forcibly untangle herself. He shifted to let her legs slide down the length of him to the ground. She steadied herself on him, her hands resting on his shoulders.


“Who the hell is this?” Mina demanded from somewhere above her.


Annabeth startled, having forgotten that the girls were even there. She turned to take in their audience. Dozens of girls stood around them, gaping with open mouths. “Oh,” she responded offhandedly. “This is my boyfriend, Percy.” She gestured. “He goes to Goode.”


Percy waved with one hand, a quick, sharp wave, before turning his attention back to her. “So, you know those blueprints you left at my place?” he asked. She nodded, her gaze becoming quizzical. She left them at his house all the time. It was easier than carting them back and forth to Eleanor’s. “My dad called. He wants to know if you’re ready for the clients to see some of them.” Now he was just lying, she had just had a meeting with the gods to discuss the placement of temples the other day.


“Uh, yeah,” she offered, going with it to ride it out. “I think they’re about done.”


“Great. Your dad called too,” he continued, green eyes twinkling at her. She tilted her head, wondering where this was going. “We got to talking about how proud we are of you. He wants you to call him when you get a chance. Something about your pilot’s license arriving.” Her eyes took on a shine, finally catching his game. The kiss must have scrambled her brain cells.


“Thanks, Seaweed Brain,” she whispered, leaning in to press her forehead to his. His hands fell to her hips and he pulled the lower half of her body against him. “I owe you one.”


He brushed a feather light kiss against her lips and whispered in return, “I’m sure I can think of something you can do to repay me.”


“Anything,” she answered, her gray eyes glinting with mischief. “You ready?”


“As I’ll ever be.” He pulled away and took her hand in his before turning back to the girls that still gaped. “Oh,” he called over to Mina and her entourage. “And just so you know, I’m pretty sure she could rip your head off your shoulders if given the chance. She’s gorgeous but deadly. Keep that in mind.” Mina blanched under her spray tan and two of the carbon copies stepped backward, shock showing on their faces. Annabeth smirked over her shoulder at Mina before tugging Percy down the sidewalk in the direction of the subway.
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Summary


"It's totally your choice? But we should be together."


If it hadn't been for the way he'd blushed to the roots of his hair and down past the collar of his shirt she might have laughed. Instead Annabeth said the first thing that came to mind.


"About damn time Seaweed Brain."


_____


Or the one in which everyone is older, Thalia lives, and Percy is just as emotionally constipated as before.


____


Tags updated as fic is. Preview: Thalia x Luke


Escape
The brown patterned duvet stretched across the bed would have fit perfectly in the room of an octogenarian named Ethel. Tucked in at the corners it bunched against a white nightstand topped with a sensible reading lamp. On the wall above, in a white frame, a lighthouse rose out of a cliff against a pale blue sky. A shelf squat opposite, piled high with books on ocean currents, architecture, atmospheric change, and world wars. Some spines showed stamps from libraries while others sat neatly in their dust jackets. All were stuffed with bookmarks. A backpack slumped next to the door, a notebook just peaking out of the unzipped middle. An ‘H’ stood stark against the bag’s red canvas. 


All indications suggested that a university student rented the room from what could only be assumed was a significantly older owner. 


All indications were wrong.


Under the slightly itchy duvet, a girl huddled into herself, squeezing her eyes shut as tight as she could. Her hands pressed hard over her ears as a scuttling arose from the closet. Behind the folding door, something moved and was followed by several more after a moment’s pause. Annabeth swallowed back a scream. She clutched the blanket closer around her, dragging the edge under her head. The cocoon grew stuffy as her breath sped up, but Annabeth only tucked herself tighter, a familiar desperation trickling down her spine. 


It was a terror she’d become intimate with over the past two nights. The first time she had been prepared, hadn’t tried to hide or run when they’d arrived. She’d screeched, throat ripped raw as they approached her with clicking legs and hissing voices. Within seconds thudding had sounded down outside and the hall light flicked on. Her door flung open as the shadows ran away as quickly as they’d come. Her step mother came inside with a frown  and Annabeth tried to find something to say to explain the sweat drenched nightshirt and the crying of her brothers from room next door. 


The words escaped her. 


“What’s going on?” The question came quickly accompanied by darting glances and a tense spine. 


Annabeth bit her cheek to keep the burn behind her eyes from slipping into tears. “Where’s dad?” She asked instead around the lump in her throat. 
“He’s at the conference in Providence,” Ms. Chase said, the line between her eyebrows deepening as her gaze landed back on her step-daughter. She glanced behind her. Down the hall her sons were crying, sobs broken by hiccups and gasps. Her hand clenched around the door’s knob as she turned back. “Why were you screaming? It’s late.” 


Eyes rimmed with wet lashes widened before looking away. Annabeth stared at how her fingers twisted the blanket until she thought it would rip. She watched a bite on her arm fade as her step-mom shifted to cross her arms over a terrycloth bathrobe. Behind the door a web fell and disintegrated into nothing. 


“Look I know you don’t like it when your dad is gone, but it’s a school night. You can’t just- It’s not-” Ms. Chase sighed, a sheet of dark hair falling from behind her ears as she shook her head. “Go to bed, okay? I’ll leave the light on.” She searched what she could see of her husband’s daughter’s face and hesitated. When Annabeth didn’t look up, she fell back, “I need to check on the boys…” Leaving then, she left the door cracked, light from the hallway slanting sharply across the bottom of the bed and up the wall. 


Annabeth didn’t move until the boys stopped crying, shushed by a lullaby. 


She didn’t sleep at all.


The second night hadn’t gone any better. 


This time she was determined not to shout. The spiders, fat and round and covered in hair, were terrible enough without involving her dad’s wife. They came oozing out of the closet, snickering as they approached, one before a wave of black and brown. Annabeth clung to a childhood chant, a memory from a time before the Wife and the Boys. 


“If I can’t see it, it can’t see me…” She repeated, nearly praying into the dark and damp of her cocoon as the first spider crept up the bed frame to poke at the seams of her blanket fort. Annabeth wasn’t naive enough to believe it was true. The wounds covering her legs and the gossamer suffocating her lungs every morning had done away with the last of her innocence. She knew that even if she kept her eyes shut and her ears closed, they would eventually get in. She couldn’t stop them, but the chant covered some of their scuttling so she kept on. 


In the morning, she would tell her step-mother one more time and her step-mom would brush her off between making her sons’ lunches and packing her briefcase for work. She’d barely look over her shoulder, “I’m not calling your father,” as she turned to fill Matthew or Bobby’s cup or cut their fruit. They were too old for that, but she’d do it anyway.


A tear slipped silently down Annabeth’s cheek. She didn’t dare move her hand to wipe at it, or sniff and bring more attention to herself. She pressed her lips shut, pulling her legs in closer to her chest. Where was her dad? He hadn’t been home in days, weeks even. He’d had a conference in Rhode Island then one in Connecticut. She thought he might have been in California before that - or was it after? - and would be in DC next. Did he even care? It wasn’t like his wife hadn’t told him. As far as Annabeth could tell, her step-mom complained constantly and wasn’t likely to pass up the chance to complain again. 


Something tickled her foot and Annabeth jerked, only to cut off a scream into a moan as a spider bit into her calf. Her body shook, wracked with sobs. Yet even so her questions hurt more than all the bites in the world and terrified her more than all the pincers and hairy legs ever could. Sometimes, when she felt particularly awful, Annabeth held the questions to herself like she was cradling an infant. She let them cut into her fingers and arms because it was easier to deal with the outside terrors when her insides felt like she was bleeding out already. 


Cowering, she whimpered as a spider crawled onto her head. The tapping of its legs danced on her cheek, wandering toward her ear, her neck. And she knew. In some dark part of her mind that mingled near her subconscious, she knew they wouldn’t stop. This would be her life now, sleepless nights filled with pain and tears and the knowledge that no one cared enough to help. No one cared at all. As they came upon her with fervor she wouldn't have been able to predict no matter how many times it happened, she couldn't ignore the insects in her bed any longer. 


The spiders. 


Black, hairy blobs with eight legs and beady black eyes. They covered her, surrounded her, burrowed their way under her clothes till they climbed up stocking-clad feet to sneak into her pajamas. Webs laced across her torso, ran down her thighs and crisscrossed her feet together. Angry red welts rose like an army across pale skin as their pincers sunk into mole freckled flesh. Sobs raked through her, eyes squeezed tight, one hand holding her nose almost entirely closed, her mouth shut tight as her chin trembled. She stopped thinking about her dad. She stopped thinking at all.


If I can’t see it, it can’t see me…


A mantra of lies ran through her mind, a begging, pleading chant that couldn't stymie the onslaught. Horrified whines caught in her throat, lodged like a rock in her esophagus as a routine sort of panic settled onto her shoulders, dragging her down until she thought - almost wistfully - that she might die. 
Of course, she was never so lucky. 


Minutes passed like hours and hours like days, until finally sunlight began to peak through her curtains. As dawn bled into the sky, the rush ebbed, frightened away by the promise of a new day. Or perhaps they were simply full. Full of bits of her, empty of web, and tired of her taste. The why didn’t matter. 


When the last rustle faded, Annabeth held herself tight until she couldn’t any more and let go with a shaky release and trembling hands. She listened too scared to move until she could hear her step mother's alarm, the first splash of a shower nozzle sputtering to life heartbeats later. Drawing the blankets back she sat up, praying as she always prayed, that for once it would be real. 


Shaken eyes opened, begging to look at welts even as they cowed away from the same sight. Not a cobweb or mark could be seen and Annabeth stood on wobbling legs to inspect the room she already knew would be bare. It was always bare. Wiping tears impatiently she steadied herself, steeled her nerves - no one would ever believe her. From down the hall proof shouted at her on the voice of her biggest doubter. 


"Annabeth! Annabeth up!" 


Forcing herself to speak, Annabeth shouted back as if nothing at all was wrong, as if her throat wasn’t both clogged and sore. She shouted as if she hadn't lived through her every nightmare again in lonely silence, as if the attacks weren’t escalating, and every night wasn’t worse than the last. 


“Coming,” She said, then licked her lips and tried again, “Coming!” Half formed ideas melded together, broke apart, and reformed themselves as new wholes as Annabeth dressed in a rush. Dragging on blue jeans and a purple camp shirt she was always moderately disgruntled with for no apparent reason, she yanked her hair into a messy ponytail. She couldn't be bothered to care about how she looked. Being on the popular kid's To Befriend list was hardly important when her room was infested and her step mother kept trying to convince her she was a paranoid nutcase.


Glancing at the clock on her desk Annabeth paused, hastily calculating how much time she'd need. Eyes fluttering shut in concentration she stood, one hand pulling school work out of her backpack while her mind seemed to literally whirl. Plan clicking into place, Annabeth shoved her homework under her bed and discarded her math books on the shelf. Passing geometry wasn't her priority anymore. Three shirts, two jeans, a jacket, six pairs of socks, and a handful of underwear replaced paper and rulers. Her phone - newly charged and rarely used staid where it was. 


Regardless of what her teachers said, she wasn't stupid. She knew phones were bad. Not because of brain cancer or radiation poisoning or whatever other illness the media was spouting off on any given day, but because whenever she used it they found her. She didn't know how, didn't know why, but it didn't take a genius to connect the dots. When her voice traveled the airwaves they came and that was exactly what she didn’t need. 


Plus, phones had GPS.


Taking a few steps toward her bed Annabeth shook her head, brushing silly thoughts of home and comfort away like gnats. She hadn't had the fuzzy childhood everyone was supposed to have since too many years before. At some point the whole concept had become an illusion, a daydream she kept herself company with while her body was mutilated and her mind tried to avoid going crazy. Stopping because of a fake fantasy was the last thing she was going to do. 


Pushing a flashlight she'd found in a cereal box and her wallet into the front pouch she nodded, her lips moving as she mouthed off the mental list she'd prepared in a subconscious daze halfway through the night. Partially to the door, Annabeth stopped for one last look. Her door stood open, her backpack slung across her shoulder. Her teeth worried at her lip before she darted to the cork board to snatch a photo. Shoving it in with the rest, she zipped up her bag and swallowed. It was now or never. Out the door and down into the kitchen Annabeth nodded at her step mother, grabbed her pre-prepared meal from the fridge and left without a backward word. Somewhere deep in her gut she had a feeling it shouldn't have been that easy. That maybe, just maybe, running away was supposed to be more difficult.


She only felt relief.


Relief and a giddy sort of dizziness that made her question why she hadn’t escaped sooner. It wasn’t going to be easy but, well, nothing was ever easy and that, at least, she could handle. 


Chapter 2
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She crouched in the corner of an alley where garbage spilled from bins and the smell of dried urine permeated the air. Blonde hair, too bright even through the grime that coated like a second skin, fell in lanky strands around a haunted face. Anyone might have thought Annabeth was a ghost given the way she seemed to blend into the soot-blackened brick behind her. Her eyes were too bright to be dead though, her fingers too quick as they ripped through a days old package of bread. Hunger grabbed at her throat until she choked on blue mold and stale crust. Desperation had taken her to depths she hadn't thought possible.


How long had she been hiding in the shadows?


How long would it be until they found her?


The thought, like the trailing of fingers down a spine made her tense, hands slowing until they stopped completely. Only the shallow breath of a girl too young to be alone broke the silence of the alley. For long minutes Annabeth stayed perfectly still - as if thinking of someone could call them. She'd seen it in a movie she wasn't supposed to have watched. It could be real. It wouldn't have been the strangest thing to happen to her.


Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice, Bettlejuice.


Finally she rose; face plump with baby fat twisted into a sneer of knowing too horrible for a child two years passed a decade. Tennis shoe clad feet moved forward to the entrance of the alleyway, to the edge of the dark, where lights from the main path beckoned her forward. If she were to step out, what would happen? Would the police see her? Would they grab her, question her, make her tell them everything until they were convinced she was crazy? Would they simply send her back home? Or would it be something worse?


Half crazed thoughts about the possibility of her nightmares catching up forced a shudder through slim wrists and down to wobbling ankles. Annabeth stood shaking on the in between. One step forward and she'd be well fed, dressed in clean clothes, treated to warm meals, and more physical things than any one person could hope for: payment for what they'd refused to believe, what they still wouldn't. One step backward though and the torment that was her childhood would slip into oblivion.


Where was the balance? Where was the middle ground she'd heard so much about? Where was the compromise?


Moving back into the corridor Annabeth turned and started walking, no immediate destination in mind. She simply knew that wherever she was going was better than home, better than the festering pit that was San Francisco. Quiet footsteps took her farther and farther away from her stepmother and that, if nothing else, kept her walking. No more threats of bedrooms full of webs and bites and things that scuttled in the night. No more threats of disappointed teachers or judgmental peers. One day soon they would find her body broken and mangled on the side of the road, she was sure. Perhaps then they'd believe her. Perhaps then their annoyance would dissolve as they realized she'd been right all along.


The monsters were coming. Evil was drawing near.


Emotions raked through her body as she walked, feet pounding down pavement without conscious thought. Anger and pain, highlighted and festering, overtook her between shivers of panic. California wasn't safe anymore. No matter where she went, no matter how far from the happy little fake family she traveled they found her. Things with glowing eyes and breath like the dead crept up in the night to claw at her clothes while they screeched for her death. Having decided sometime between her rolling stomach and the too bright flash of cop lights while she crouched in a corner that she was going to leave, Annabeth mulled her situation over.


The simplest answer would have been to hitch a ride with a trucker going East. Unfortunately, she didn't fancy the risk of driving alone with a middle aged man while on the run. If nothing else had sunk in over the past months it was that humans were just as terrible as the monsters. Potentially even more so. Sliding down to rest against a brick building that might have been nice at one point Annabeth let her head fall into her hands. Planes were out of the question. Not only would the ticket be too expensive but a child traveling alone was bound to peak some suspicions. Especially since she hadn't showered in a handful of days.


Head hitting the wall she sighed, hands brushing greasy hair out of her face while she looked around helplessly. Across from street a train tracks crisscrossed in long lines of rusty metal behind a high fence and shallow field of dead weeds. Staring at them Annabeth zoned out, watching a cargo hitch with "SUN WEST LINE!" scrawled in a frankly appalling color creep into the station. Narrowing her eyes as she followed its progress she picked at the corner of her brain that seemed to be telling her something. Exhaustion combined with the hunger gnawing at her stomach made her sluggish and unsteady. Standing up Annabeth went with instinct, deciding that if she really was incapable of making logical decisions than perhaps whatever natural ability was helping her fight off the demons would figure out the rest as well.


Stumbling forward she wiped at her eyes, smearing dirt across her grimy forehead without care. It wasn't as if she was about to be sparkling anyways. Walking along the wire fence that blocked off the freight transport she let her fingers bump over the metal haphazardly, half her conscious constantly on the sounds that surrounded her. A few blocks over a cat yowled and someone cursed as garbage cans toppled over but the night was blissfully free of the telltale hiss and grunts of the devil's minions. As she walked Annabeth chewed on the inside of her cheek, bleary grey eyes inspecting the fence for a reasonable entry point. Climbing, while easiest, was more visible and she didn't want a run-in with whatever rent-a-cop the transport station had hired to keep vagrants like her out.


Eventually Annabeth found her opening. It was nestled near the end of the sidewalk where the street opened up to industrial-sized buildings and the sounds of disgruntled minimum wage employees dropped away to the steady throb of what was probably an illegal rave. Glancing around carefully she crouched down, inspecting the hack job someone else had done before her. Pulling one side of the flap back she slipped out of her backpack and shoved it through first. Hands skimming the ground Annabeth sucked in a breath, pulled in her stomach and tried to ignore the scrape of rusting metal against exposed flesh as she squeezed through. On the other side, she stood up, grabbed her bag, and immediately ducked behind a conveniently placed pile of unused tracks.


Moderating her breath so the heady panic that always accompanied her breaking the law wouldn't set in Annabeth stayed where she was for long minutes. Seemingly deserted, the train yard sat with a misleading air of abandonment. Slowly she crept from her hiding spot, working her way from garbage bins to storage units as quickly as she could. Pregnant pauses came between each dash until the nervous tension that knotted her shoulders gave away to a determined clench of her jaw. As she reached the center of the station Annabeth looked around for something - anything - that looked familiar.


Behind the sunny box car she'd seen earlier was a train facing the opposite direction. Thanking whatever God or gods were watching out for her (even though some part of her wanted to scoff and flip them off instead), Annabeth took a deep calming breath before sprinting toward the box. Ducking to see if there were feet on the other side she ran the length quickly. Dread built in her throat as she checked each car only to find them locked. Then, right before the dismay overwhelmed her, a sharp yank had the final container sliding open with a teeth clattering shriek. Wincing, she wasted no time in dragging herself up into the container and pushing it shut.


Enclosed in darkness and the suffocating scent of rubber she slid her backpack off, unzipped the front pouched, and pawed through the contents till she found her flashlight. Flicking it on, Annabeth ran the weak beam across the narrow walls, sighing when she realized the entire unit was full of tires. No wonder it smelled. Sitting down, she leaned against a stack to stretch out her legs. It was going to be a long, long night. Hopefully, no one would find her until she was well out of California. The only problem was that she had absolutely no idea where she was going.


Of course, anywhere had to be better than home when home was filled with things that went bump in the night and lusted for her throat.


Hadn't it?
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That Was Terrible


"Last summer we met


We started as friends


I can't tell you how it all happened."


Percy perked up as he heard guitar strumming and a guy singing.


Curious, he walked behind the Apollo cabin, where Will Solace and a Demeter girl were seated on rocks, and Will was strumming his guitar and singing. The girl was covering her mouth in disbelief, her eyes bright with joy.


"Then autumn it came


We were never the same


Those nights everything felt like magic."


Percy began to smile as an idea took shape in his head.


He waited for Will to finish serenading and subsequently smooching the girl before walking up to him.


"Hey, Will, I need your help with something…"


Dinner. Annabeth kept staring at the Poseidon table, and this time it wasn't just because her new boyfriend looked so good (as always). He'd been going on about a surprise the whole day, and still, nothing out of the ordinary had happened. But now, he was frantically gobbling up his food like there was no tomorrow.


She continued watching as he finished before anyone else and rushed off to Zeus knew where.


She frowned. What kind of surprise did he have planned? Percy was cute and sweet, but he was also extremely goofy. She suspected that whatever he had in mind was probably going to be pretty kelp-headed.


What are you up to, Seaweed Brain?


Still frowning, she turned back to her food, figuring that all would be made clear before the end of the day.


Chiron gathered everyone at the campfire. There was still no sign of Percy.


Annabeth's frown returned. Where was Percy? Normally he'd be there to hold her hand, or sometimes hold her, and kiss her during the sing-along. She knew he loved doing it as much as she did. So where was he now?


Will clearing his throat drew her attention, disrupting her train of thought


"Hello, ladies and gentlemen! For tonight's sing-along, we have for you a very special guest!"


Annabeth bit her lip.


Oh gods.


She realised what Percy's surprise was.


"Half-bloods, I present to you, the one, the only, the Hero of Olympus, PERCY JACKSON!"


A cheer went up, and the crowd buzzed with chatter. Never in their wildest dreams had they ever imagined Percy Jackson singing.


Neither had Annabeth. The idea was so foreign, so utterly absurd that it had never once crossed her mind. Percy and singing just didn't go together.


But she had to admit, she was curious to hear her boyfriend perform. She wondered if he was about to sing a love song to her. She'd come to expect that sort of cheesy romantic thing from him.


Percy emerged from the shadows, holding a guitar, and giving everyone his trademark troublemaker smile.


Another cheer.


"Hey guys," Percy said, "I'd like to dedicate this song to my amazing girlfriend, Annabeth Chase, daughter of Athena!" he pointed straight at her.


Blood rushed to her cheeks as the crowd cheered and Aphrodite's cabin squealed.


"This song's called Hero," Percy said.


He started strumming the guitar, and began to sing.


In a word, it was bad. Percy was off-key almost the whole time, and kept messing up the chords. The entire Apollo cabin cringed whenever he tried to hit a high note, and members of the audience snickered and passed comments around.


Seriously? The great Percy Jackson…sings like that?


But the moment he started singing, he locked eyes with her, and nothing else mattered. Neither noticed any of their fellow campers' reactions. All Annabeth could focus on were the words, the words that that were now tumbling from his lips, which were penned by some songwriter she didn't know or care about, but which she could tell came straight from his heart.


"I'm no superman
I can't take your hand
And fly you anywhere
You wanna go, yeah."


Percy thought back to when he had let Annabeth take Ethan's knife for him. He still couldn't forgive himself for that.


"I can't read your mind
Like a billboard sign
And tell you everything
You wanna hear but…"


Annabeth smirked. Percy was sweet and romantic, but a lot of the time, he said the wrong thing. Luckily, this sort of silliness just made him more endearing to her.


"I'll be your hero."


Annabeth recalled the first time Percy had held her, the first time she had put her head on his shoulder. He had just rescued her from the sirens. She had felt so broken, so lost, so helpless. And he had been there for her. He'd saved her from the temptations of the sirens. From herself.


"'Cause I, I can be everything you need
If you're the one for me
Like gravity, I'll be unstoppable."


Percy remembered what happened when they were trying to get the Golden Fleece. Polyphemus had gravely injured Annabeth and was beating up Clarisse and Grover. The thought of his friends being in danger (where 'friends' was his internal code word for 'Annabeth') had filled him with such anger that he had been able to single-handedly take down the Cyclops using only a sword.


"I, yeah I believe in destiny
I may be an ordinary guy with heart and soul
But if you're the one for me
Then I'll be your hero, ohhh
I'll be your hero-ohhh, yeah.


I'll be your hero."


One summer, Percy had snuck out of camp to join a quest he wasn't supposed to be on, made his way across the country, fighting monsters and engaging in other life-threatening activities, all ostensibly to rescue Artemis and save the world. But Aphrodite had found him, and seen right through him. Though he furiously denied it at that time, he was hopelessly in love with Annabeth, and that was his main motivation as he did all that, up till the point where he faced down Luke and Atlas: all of it, just to save Annabeth. It was this love that had filled him with burning desire to see her to safety no matter what, which had kept him going.


"So incredible
Some kind of miracle
And when it's meant to be
I'll become a hero-oh
So I'll wait, wait
Wait, wait for you-ooou, yeah


Yeah I'll be your hero-ohhh


Yea-ea-eah."


Annabeth remembered what happened while they were in Mt St Helen's. They'd been cornered by telkhines, and there was no way out. So what did Percy do? He told her to put on her magic invisibility cap and run away.


Part of her had wanted to punch him for forcing her to leave him. But part of her wanted to kiss him for being so brave and sweet, sacrificing himself to help her escape. And the rest of her was screaming, "KISS HIM! KISS HIM NOW! THIS COULD BE THE LAST TIME YOU EVER SEE HIM!"


Yeah, she'd had a not-so-little crush on him since shortly after meeting him.


And so of course that's what she did.


And then she fled, blushing but invisible.


And then Percy blew up Mt St Helen's to help her escape. He erupted a freaking mountain. She'd never imagined he could be so incredibly powerful.


"'Cause I, I can be everything you need
If you're the one for me
Like gravity, I'll be unstoppable."


Percy had told her the story once before. He was being torn apart by the River Styx, when he'd had a vision of her. And it was seeing her than enabled him to survive, to carry on, to fight the River's power, to remain himself. She had always been the most important thing in his life. Ultimately, his very life was all about her. It was his love for her that had kept him together (literally).


"I, yeah I believe in destiny
I may be an ordinary guy with heart and soul
But if you're the one for me
I'll be your hero."


Percy's mind flashed back once more to the Battle of Manhattan as he remembered how he'd failed her, how he'd let her get hurt. He had been so angry with Ethan, so angry with Kronos, and so angry with himself that he found strength he never knew he had. He'd let Annabeth get stabbed. He loved Annabeth, and he had let her get hurt.


He had bashed Ethan's head so hard he dented his helm. Then he had attacked a legion of demigods and the King of the Titans himself. "No one touches her!" he remembered himself screaming. He had failed Annabeth. And now it was time to make up for it. To protect her. To save her. To be a hero. Her hero.


"Yeah


Yeah, I'll be your hero-ohhh, yea-eah


I'll be your hero


Hero."


Apollo's cabin collectively heaved a sigh of relief as Percy finished singing.


But Percy and Annabeth ignored them, and continued to hold each other's gazes as he walked towards her. The campfire magically parted, letting Percy pass through unscathed. Most likely the doing of Hestia, goddess of the hearth and Percy's friend.


"That was terrible," she said, as he walked up to her, but her smile told him otherwise.


His grin widened.


"Come on, Wise Girl. I know you loved it."


And then she grabbed his shirt, pulling him down slightly so she could meet his lips for a big kiss, right in front of the entire camp.


The whole Aphrodite cabin squealed, and someone muttered something about Silena and Beckendorf.


They parted after a long while, and then she threw her arms around him.


"You may be a cheesy, annoying, idiotic, stupidly heroic Seaweed Brain with no singing talent," she told him, "but you're my cheesy, annoying, idiotic, stupidly heroic Seaweed Brain with no singing talent."


"Awwww!" went all of Aphrodite.


"And you are the one for me," she said, still hugging him, "My hero."


They stood like that, her arms around him and his arms around her, each simply enjoying the feeling of being with the other. No one dared to interrupt.


"I love you, Wise Girl," Percy finally whispered.


"I love you too, Seaweed Brain."


End Notes
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One-Shot for Battle of the Fandoms. Just a short little story and Percy and Annabeth's death. First attempt at a one-shot or a Percy x Annabeth fic.


Nine Seconds


Nine seconds. The number of things a person can accomplish in nine seconds is limited. Over the average lifespan of a person, nine seconds comes and goes millions of times. Most of them pass without the person even registering that it happened. By the time they have realized it, another nine seconds has passed.


In the scheme of things, a single nine seconds is rather insignificant, just a passing moment in which millions of different things occur throughout the world.


Not for Perseus Jackson.


In nine seconds, his entire world was turned upside down. And that is when the rest of the world was changed.


For months, all he had known was war. It began several months earlier being kidnapped by the goddess Juno and sent into a deep slumber until the goddess decided to bring her pawn into play.


Sent into foreign territory with almost no memories of his life, he was cast into a war that would decide the fate of the world.


First he was sent to Alaska with the small task of defeating a giant that was immortal in his homeland. His new friends Hazel and Frank were able to destroy the giant while he retrieved the lost eagle of the Roman Legion.


Racing back to Camp Jupiter on the world's fastest steed, he immediately jumped into battle where, with the help of a certain annoying minor Roman god, he was able to defeat a second giant in the span of less than six hours.


Not a bad start for the him and his friends.


Camp was saved and Percy was hailed as the savior of New Rome, even raised on a shield and elected the new praetor of Camp Jupiter. No small accomplishment for a Greek demigod in a span of less than three days.


The next day was far more rewarding, at least in Percy's eyes. The Argo II arrived at camp and he was finally reunited with the love of his life.


The celebration was short lived when an Eidolon possessed the son of Hephaestus leading to an attack on Camp Jupiter which forced Percy and his companions to flee with a legion of enraged Romans hot on their trail.


Not the ideal way to start their journey but it was okay. He had his friends Hazel and Frank along with some new ones as well. And, of course, he had Annabeth. That was all the incentive he needed to buy into the whole sailing to Rome to rescue Nico and stop a couple flamboyant twins of Gaea from destroying the city of Rome.


Obstacles came and went. Some more challenging than others but they made it to Rome.


That is when he had to face the most difficult challenge since waking up in Wolf House; letting Annabeth go off alone into Rome by herself in search of the Athena Parthenos which was guarded by Arachne.


No simple task for a child of Athena.


In the end, he forced himself to let her go alone, knowing she deserved the same type of trust that she placed in him.


Fast forward past almost being drowned by angry water nymphs and defeating two more giants with the absolute least help possible from a certain lazy wine god, Percy is finally reunited with Annabeth only to watch her being dragged down in Tartarus.


That is the first time he realized how much could happen in nine seconds.


Knowing he couldn't pull her up, he made a silent promise to himself that their time for being separated was over. Not after everything they had been through; multiple quests, battles, a war against the Titans and then being kidnapped by one of his least favorite goddesses, regardless of aspect.


It took nine seconds from the moment he made his silent promise until he let his fingers lose their grip on the ledge and allow himself to fall into the depths of Tartarus with his Wise Girl by his side.


Nine seconds from being in the city of Rome to plummeting into a place not even gods dared to venture into.


After making it through the pit, here they were at the final battle on the foot on the original Mount Olympus, fighting side by side with the Olympians for the fate of the world.


Finally, this was it. Win this battle and it could finally be over. No more wars. No more quests. Just some time to forget he was a demigod and enjoy being a regular teenager with the girlfriend of his dreams.


Sure they were still demigods and their lives would never be entirely normal but a break from fighting for the fate of the world was all they wanted.


Percy looked around to find his friend Frank fighting side by side his father against the giant Pelorus. Artemis and her hunters were battling the giant Gration; Apollo and a few of his sons, the lion-headed giant Leon.


As his eyes drifted around the battlefield, he felt his blood turn cold.


Zeus and Athena were locked in combat with the King of the Giants Porphyrion. That was not was froze him.


Annabeth was behind them, invisibility hat in hand, as she looked for an opportunity to aide her mother and Zeus in their battle against the giant.


What she and nobody else saw was the giant Mimas behind her while the god of the forge and his son lay wounded about twenty yards away.


That was when it started.


Percy was too far to reach her, too far to warn them over the sounds of battle, too far to do much else than watch in horror.


He ran.


He ran with everything he had but it wasn't enough.


The seconds ticked down agonizingly slowly.


One.


The giant saw the vulnerable daughter of Athena. Her attention too focused on aiding her mother in the battle against the most dangerous of giants.


Two.


Percy ran, surrounded by an army of monsters impeding his progress every step of the way. No matter how many he ran past, they seemed endless, like they were there just to get in his way.


Three.


Athena was blasted back by lightning as the giant king unleashed a bolt that would have made Zeus cry out in jealousy.


Four.


Leo climbed to his feet, blood falling from the side of his head as he noticed the giant born to oppose his father walking away from them.


Five.


Percy yelled. He yelled with everything he had. He knew it was pointless but he had to try. He had to. He and Annabeth had made it through everything. Countless life or death situations including a battle with the Titan Lord himself.


Six.


The winds began to pick up. Every step Percy took, the sky would darken and the rain began to fall in sheets. Annabeth was so close. So close yet so far. Dozens of monsters began to back away from the son of Poseidon as his attention remained focused on reaching his Wise Girl.


Seven.


Mimas raised a club, flames dripping off the weapon as he prepared to strike.


Eight.


Realization. It finally dawned on Percy he truly wasn't going to make it. Everything he fought for. His entire reason for fighting this war was out of his reach. He was going to fail.


Nine.


Athena saw as well but it was too late. The club came down, crushing the grey-eyed demigod just as Athena appeared, her spear thrust deeply into the giant's heart, Leo slamming a flaming hammer into the head of the giant the moment he hit the ground. But it was too late.


It took nine seconds for Percy's world to change. He had lost her. He failed to protect the one he loved. He wanted to drop to his knees and just give up. She had been his reason to fight. To fight for the life they could have had together; away from war and death. Away from danger and just live their lives.


But he did not drop to his knees.


Nor did he give up.


Athena shrunk down and cradled the limp form of Annabeth in her arms.


Percy turned his attention to Zeus and the King of the Giants as they met in a clash of lightning and electricity.


The rain stopped, as did the winds.


He wasn't sure what his plan was, or if he had one. He just ran. Ran as fast as he could until he was mere yards away from his uncle and Porphyrion.


His mind wasn't thinking it. Perhaps it was his subconscious, it did always seem to be a little smarter than he was.


Riptide was out, held so tightly his knuckles were white. Water followed the arc of his blade as he slashed towards the giant, opening up a relatively small wound into his tough dragon scaled legs.


Water followed his blade as he slashed again and again. He didn't realize he was doing it but the water wrapped around the monstrous legs of Porphyrion, travelling up his body and covering the giant in tendrils of water.


Zeus saw what Percy was doing but paused. He wouldn't survive this. Sure the demigod was a mouthy little upstart but Zeus blamed that on his brother more than Percy.


The King of the Gods locked eyes with the Savior of Olympus. One look in his broken sea green eyes told him he was sure.


The Lord of Skies let loose a blast of lightning like nothing he had produced before. The minute the bolt hit the water, both demigod and giant were blasted away.


Porphyrion landed on his back several dozen yards away. Sure he was born to oppose Zeus but even he had a limit to the voltage he could take.


Before he could regain his bearings, volley of silver arrows found their way into the dazed body of the giant.


Zeus looked up to find a teary eyed Thalia with a half-dozen hunters, Thalia's eyes now looking to the left where Percy landed.


Artemis drove a hunting knife deep into the heart of the giant, finally sending him down to Tartarus.


Zeus turned to his left to find the battlefield empty of enemies. The giants, all back in Tartarus, never awakening the earth mother from her slumber. The remaining monsters having fled when they saw their defeat was imminent.


Thirty yards away, an assortment of demigods, hunters and gods stood in a ragged circle around the unmoving body of Percy Jackson.


He was alive but barely.


Apollo stepped forward to try to heal the young hero but a hand shot up and grabbed his before he could try.


Apollo looked at Percy in shock.


"Percy, let me try to heal you." Apollo pleaded.


Percy shook his head despite how difficult it was for him. The son of Poseidon's eyes drifted to his uncle who stood beside Nico and Hazel.


Hades noticed the sea green eyes locked with his and nodded his head. He stepped forward and placed a hand on Percy's chest as the demigod's eyes closed before he took his final breath.


He expected the next place he would see to be DOA recording studios.


Instead he found himself in a line, something he would have to thank his uncle for.


Next to him stood a girl with blonde curls and a saddened expression marring her usually beautiful face.


She didn't notice him.


Without a word he slipped his hand into hers drawing a number of different looks from the grey-eyed girl; shock, followed by sadness, followed by relief, and then finally happiness.


He leaned down as planted a soft kiss on her cheek. Words weren't needed as they waited for their turn to be judged.
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Artemis' thoughts during the reward ceremony on Olympus. Done for round two of Lunknownl's Battle of the Fandoms. Just a short drabbling of thoughts. Nothing special but check out the contest, it's pretty cool.


Artemis sat on her throne watching the events unfolding in front of her carefully. She could hear some of her fellow Olympians grumbling about damage to their thrones and restrained herself from rolling her eyes. Olympus was just at the brink of destruction and they still found the need to complain about something as minor as a dent in their throne.


At times she questioned how it was possible they had remained in power so long with so many shallow minded idiots on the council.


Her eyes scanned the room until they landed on her lieutenant who was on crutches. She sent a glare at the Queen of the Gods that she did not see.


She hated her father's infidelity but sometimes she couldn't blame him with a woman like that as his wife; vindictive, conniving and manipulative where some of the nicer adjectives that came to mind as she thought about her step-mother.


Artemis thought of a number of occurrences where she had felt the urge to put an arrow right into Hera's loud mouth but restrained herself for nothing else but to avoid any retribution against her hunters.


Finally her father called for silence making Artemis sigh with relief before she contemplated jamming an arrow in each ear as he went on an agonizingly long spiel about the bravery of the gods in their battle against Typhon.


She wondered to herself what would happen if she pricked her father's head with a needle. Would it pop? It was very possible considering it seemed to be filled with nothing more than hot air.


Artemis bit back a smirk at her internal thoughts as Zeus finally came around to thanking Poseidon for coming to their rescue.


Sure, she may not be fond of men, but she was also not foolish enough to not recognize that Poseidon had undoubtedly saved Olympus at the last moment. She already knew it had been his demigod son who convinced his father to abandon Atlantis and come to their aide, not a small feat for a demigod to convince a god. She had scanned the memories of Annabeth when she came into the throne room, not waiting to see what had transpired in the showdown with Kronos.


Her father finally got to the final part of ceremony, thanking the demigods who undoubtedly saved them just as much, if not more so, than Poseidon did.


Artemis perked up when Thalia was called up. She smiled and praised her lieutenant, deciding to wait until they were back with their hunters before recognizing her accomplishments for how great they were.


Artemis' eyes landed on her sister who called her daughter forward, giving her the job of redesigning Olympus. Artemis chuckled in her head at the girl's look of awe. She looked like she had just had her greatest wish fulfilled. Of course her idiot brother and the two dumbest Olympians had to chime in about making statues of them in the rebuild.


Artemis groaned internally. As if she needed to see Ares' ugly face or Aphrodite's slutty figure whenever she walked through Olympus.


Finally the room fell silent as Poseidon called his son up. She knew what was going to happen and for once, she wasn't against the idea. This boy surprised her a number of different times and he was more deserving than that vile man Heracles had ever been. Perhaps he would make a good god, someone that could be an asset to Olympus throughout the centuries.


Artemis' eyes landed on Annabeth who looked at the situation in shock and horror. Her heart ached for the girl. The boy she loved would leave her and take immortality, something no one could refuse.


Artemis thought about offering her a place in the hunt, figuring after the heartbreak she would have no wish to remain at the demigod camp. Thalia was fond of her and the girl was quite intelligent along with a skilled fighter.


"No."


Artemis was in the process of swallowing when she heard Percy's response and choked on her own saliva loudly as all eyes turned to her for a minute. She quickly shrunk in her throne embarrassed but stared at the son of Poseidon in shock.


Apollo laughed at her face knowing why she had chocked. She tried to glare at her brother who smiled smugly, as if Percy doing something decent was a compliment towards him just because they are both male.


No one turned down a chance for godhood.


She saw his eyes harden as a look of determination appeared on his face.


She listened in disbelief as he passed on the ultimate gift and instead used his wish to help other demigods. A small smile appeared on her face when he mentioned the release of the peaceful Titans. She finally had a way to free her mother even if Percy did not know that he did it.


The rest of the Olympians stared at him in shock. She watched his eyes drift back to Annabeth and she couldn't help but smile a bit. He chose to remain a mortal so as to not hurt her. Artemis was shocked that a male would do this but Annabeth looked beyond the ability to form cognitive thoughts.


Artemis smirked slightly when she heard Percy remind Zeus of his oath to grant his wish. Her father looked ready to explode but was forced to comply after he swore on the River Styx. The boy was smart, far smarter than people gave him credit for. He may be a foolish boy at times but it was clear his heart was good, far better than any other man she met.


Artemis glanced at Thalia was had a knowing smile on her face. She had expected this. Artemis could see why she was fond of the boy; she knew him well and knew he wouldn't abandon Annabeth even for godhood.


The goddess' thoughts began to drift back to her past. Perseus looked a bit like his half-brother Orion. Her blood boiled slightly at the thought of his name but she ignored it as she wondered what would have happened if it had been Percy she met millennia earlier instead of Orion. Would she still be a maiden? Orion had betrayed her trust with his lies and deceit, solidifying her hatred of men. She doubted Percy would have done the same. Would she still have her hunters?


Artemis panicked slightly before stopping herself. She was thinking about a different scenario than the real events. She felt a little foolish for panicking over her own thoughts. She glanced at Percy Jackson again.


This was a male she liked. He lacked the flaws of most men. A rare thing in this world.


A sudden thought hit her as she watched Percy make his way back to a still shocked Annabeth.


She was very grateful there were not many men like him in the world. If there were, then her hunters' ranks would be increasingly hard to fill. She was glad Percy was who he was; he gave a little hope to the male species but she was also pleased he was one in million; she loved her hunters and men like him made recruiting difficult. She thanked Chaos for making the male species such pigs before stepping off her throne and grabbing Thalia as they made their way back to their family.
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Summary


Three times that Annabeth is prematurely called Mrs. Jackson and one time that it's long overdue.


Notes


This fic is based off of a post I saw on tumblr about Annabeth being called Mrs. Jackson before she and Percy are married. The post was initially written by annabethoswald, who is always extremely nice and supportive. The second part is based off of solely on the head canon of the kind, lovely, and wonderful lukecastiellen, also to be found on tumblr. Finally, it is dedicated to every-colorilluminates for being that one friend in real life that I'm able to obsess over this ship with. Thanks for always lending me books, Alena. They've brought me so much joy.


i. 


Annabeth Chase has been all over America. She has been to Rome. She has seen Olympus, the highest point in the world, and Tartarus, the lowest. She has seen communities come together in the face of tragedy and she has seen Percy Jackson when he’s asleep. Through all of that, though, Annabeth doesn’t think she’s seen anything as beautiful as this hotel lobby.


There’s something so majestic about the decor, and the way the ceilings curve, and the columns that artfully hold the building up. Walking inside, Annabeth gets a sense of grandeur from everything around her. One day, she wants to build a building like this. She wants to make something as permanent and valuable as this hotel lobby. It doesn’t matter where it is as long as it makes her feel like this room makes her feel.


This is a situation in which she would expect Percy to feel uncomfortable, but he’s just soaking up the hotel with an astutely interested gaze. Maybe he’s gained an interest in architecture from the long nights listening to her rumble on about her work while he waits patiently for her to finish it. Maybe he’s had an education from all the mornings that he had to push her papers aside in order to properly sit at their kitchen table and eat breakfast. Maybe he’s realized that hearing him talk about architecture is pretty much as good as dirty talk for Annabeth.


Actually, hopefully not. She doesn’t think she’d be able to handle Percy, architecture, and sex all at the same time. Maybe two grouped together in different variations, but certainly not all three.


While Annabeth could very happily stay in the hotel lobby for the rest of the vacation, she’s aware of the fact that Percy wants to get to their room and settle in. With that in mind, she follows him to the check in desk like a normal girlfriend instead of one that wants to make a tent in this room and get room service ordered to it. The receptionist looks up as they get closer, smiling politely at their approach. Annabeth eyes her posture wearily; her back is far too straight for any human being to be comfortable. Perhaps this hotel is a little grand for their tastes. After all, most of their evenings in are spent lying on the couch drinking beer and eating takeout. When Percy had suggested that the two of them take a vacation together, not even Annabeth had been thinking about one of this scope.


“Welcome,” the woman says genially. Percy clears his throat and leans against the counter. Annabeth takes a moment to watch his Adam’s apple bob up and down, as she tends to do at least three times a day. She has a thing for Adam’s apples, which Percy thinks is hilarious until she questions him as to why he thinks that breasts are sexy. Then they call it a stalemate.


“Reservation for Percy Jackson,” Percy says, and the woman’s fingers immediately move to the keyboard and begin typing furiously.


“You’re in room number 913,” she says, handing Percy and Annabeth a keycard each. “We hope you have a nice stay, Mr. and Mrs. Jackson.”


Annabeth feels something in her stomach lurch, and her head snaps up from examining the keycard. Her face is turning slightly red beneath her blond hair, but Percy is grinning wildly.


“Oh, we’re not-” Annabeth starts to say, pointing between herself and her boyfriend, but Percy just grabs her hand and speaks over her.


“I’m sure we’ll have a marvelous time,” he says to the lady. “And you have a wonderful afternoon, now.”


Before Annabeth can say anything else, he pulls her away from the reception desk, leaving the receptionist looking after them, her expression utterly bemused. Percy tugs Annabeth away from the beautiful lobby, pulls her into the elevator, and kisses her deeply as soon as the doors are closed.


“What was that?” Annabeth gasps out when he pulls away, adjusting her shirt as Percy clears his throat and presses the button.


“Nothing,” he says cheerfully, and Annabeth allows him to dip down and kiss her again, his hands firmly on her hips, his knee pressed against the wall between her legs.


As he kisses her quite thoroughly, Annabeth notes that it’s the first time anyone has ever called her Mrs. Jackson. Furthermore, she likes it far more than she had thought she would.


Not that she’s been thinking about it.


ii. 


She’s in the middle of a meeting when she gets the text. Normally, she wouldn’t even look at her phone while at an event so important, but something in her gut propels her to glance down at the device in her hand.


As it turns out, her gut is correct.


Annabeth stands up quickly, hand clutching onto her phone as if it’s a lifeline. Her chair gets shoved over when she rises, but she doesn’t give it another glance as she stares around the table with wild eyes.


“I… I have to go. I’m sorry, it’s an emergency, I have to… go.”


Everybody at the table sits in stunned silence as Annabeth gives them one final parting nod and then, in a stunning display of unprofessionalism, rushes out of the room. She doesn’t even stop to grab her purse from her office, just makes a break for the stairs and never looks back. Her feet thunder down the steps, not worrying about propriety, just glad that she isn’t wearing heels. The hospital isn’t that far, so she doesn’t even need to take a cab to get there. She just needs to run.


Her feet hit the pavement rapidly, his name thundering on the sidewalk with each step. Percy. Percy. Percy, Percy, Percy. The only thing that she can think about is reaching him- everything else is secondary. Later, she will look back upon this moment and blush at how idiotic she must have looked, dashing down the street in her work clothes, her curly hair fighting to escape from its confining bun. Right now, though, her boyfriend is all that matters.


The cool air conditioning hits her like a wall, disorienting her in its juxtaposition to the hot heat. Annabeth bends over, puts her hands on her knees, and lets herself breathe. When she’s finally caught her breath, she looks around, perplexed. She’s not really sure what to do. Upon seeing no familiar faces, she decides to approach the front desk. The woman there has the most unwelcoming face that Annabeth has ever seen, and she’s lived in New York for years.


“Hi,” Annabeth gasps out, locking her fingers on the desk and letting her knuckles turn white. “I’m looking for Percy Jackson?”


The woman looks up, seeming to be bored.


“Are you family?”


“Um… what?”


“Are you family?”


“I…?”


“I can’t let you in unless you are family. You know, a parent, a sibling, a spouse…” she says patronizingly.


“I know what family is,” Annabeth spits out. “And I am family. I’m his wife.”


“You are?” the woman says skeptically.


“Yes, I am.”


“You’re not wearing a ring,” she points out. Annabeth just stares at her, too overwhelmed to think. “Do you have any other proof?”


“Annabeth!” a voice calls from behind her, and Annabeth turns around to see Sally Jackson walking towards her. She looks stressed and exhausted, but she offers Annabeth a weak smile. “I’m glad that you got my message.”


“Me too,” Annabeth says warmly, reaching forward to hug Sally. “I’m so glad that you informed me that my husband is in the hospital.”


“What?” Sally says, shocked. She pulls back and sees Annabeth giving her a pointed stare. Promptly, the pieces fall into place. “Yes, your husband! Well. He’s doing just fine, so I’m sure this kind lady won’t mind if I bring you back to see him.”


The “kind lady” pulls out a pen.


“What name would you like me to put on the visitor’s pass, ma’am?”


“Annabeth Jackson,” Sally tells her, a proud note in her voice. The woman scribbles the name onto a sticker and hands it to Annabeth.


“Thank you,” Annabeth says as she hurriedly sticks it out her outfit, and then she lets Sally take her by the hand and pull her towards Percy’s room.


“You gave me quite a turn back there,” Sally laughs as they move through the hallways. “For a second, I thought that you and Percy had actually gotten married!”


“Haha,” Annabeth says, her voice strained. “Yes, sorry about that, Sally.”


“No problem,” Sally says, halting in her steps. She gives Annabeth a mischievous smile. “You know, I was momentarily happy about it.”


Annabeth’s face turns red again.


“I will certainly keep that in mind.”


“Do,” Sally implores.  She points to a door. “He’s right through there.”


“Thank you!” Annabeth says before bolting to the door and throwing it open. “Percy!”


He’s lying in one of the several beds in the room, wearing a hospital gown and looking extremely pale.


“Hey, wise girl,” he says weakly.


She rushes to his bedside, throwing her arms around him.


“What did you do to yourself? You’re a Latin teacher, for the love of the Gods!”


One of his hands reaches up to stroke her back lightly.


“I’m fine,” he whispers, breath hot against her ear. “It’s going to be fine.”


Annabeth pulls back breathlessly, sitting down properly in the chair by Percy’s bed. Percy, for his part, just lies there, grinning stupidly at her until she leans forward to brush some of his hair away from his face.


“I love you,” she says softly. “You scared me, but I still love you.”


“I love you too,” Percy tells her, beaming. “And  I don’t think … hey. What’s that on your chest?”


“What are you talking about?” Annabeth inquires, confused.


 “Annabeth  Jackson?”


Her heart stumbles, skipping a beat.


“Oh. I had to lie a little bit to get in here to see you.”


A large smirk stretches across Percy’s face.


“So you told them that you’re my wife?”


“Well, it was that or stealing a nurse’s outfit and doing rounds until I found you.”


“Either way works for me,” Percy grins cockily. Annabeth hits him on the arm. “Ouch! Mrs. Jackson, you are not supposed to be hitting your husband.”


“Mr. Jackson, you’re not supposed to be making perverted moves on your wife!”  He raises his eyebrows at her. “While you’re sick,” Annabeth amends.


“Okay,” Percy says, yawning hugely. “When I get better, we’re going to have to look into that nurse’s costume thing.”


“In your dreams,” Annabeth snorts.


“Exactly,” Percy replies, letting his eyes slip closed so that he can properly fall asleep.


iii. 


The school hallway is buzzing with children, all milling around and going about their days. Their chatter fills up the halls of the school, giving it a generally hectic atmosphere. To Annabeth, the chaos has the overall feeling of being back at Camp Halfblood. As she walks through the hall, she is irresistibly taken back to a time when she was thirteen years old and kids these age were her camp mates, bringing her joy and warmth and safety.


Annabeth passes through the hallway as inconspicuously as she possibly can, trying to blend into an environment which she was once so familiar with. It’s more difficult than one would assume. She’s ten years older than most of these kids. She doesn’t exactly fit in anymore. Upon reaching Percy’s classroom, Annabeth opens the door and ducks inside. The desks are lined up neatly in rows, posters of Rome and Greece line the walls, and three of Percy’s middle schoolers are sitting next to each other, all working feverishly on something.


Percy is seated at his desk, presumably grading a paper. Annabeth has seen him in a crisp white button down and dark green tie many times before, but she’s never seen it in a classroom, and somehow it’s sexier when there’s a blackboard behind him. He looks up when Annabeth is standing in front of his desk, confused, but smiling all the same.


“Hi,” he says, instinctively standing up to kiss her. At the last minute, he remembers where he is and turns it into an awkward hug. Even though he’s leaning over his desk, he’s still tall enough to wrap his arms around her and sniff her hair. “What are you doing here?”


“You forgot both your briefcase and your lunch. I thought I would drop them off before I went to work.”


“How thoughtful of you,” Percy says genuinely. “And you get to see my classroom!”


“It’s really great, Percy,” Annabeth tells him tenderly. “I love all the posters.”


Percy turns around the single picture frame on his desk and Annabeth leans down to see a picture of the two of them in Greece together, beaming and waving to Grover, who had been taking the picture.


“They remind me of where I’ve been,” Percy admits, gesturing to the posters hung up on the walls of the classroom.  


Annabeth’s smile becomes a little strained, and it seems to register in Percy’s eyes that he’s only just remembered that she doesn’t really want to think about the past. It’s not that she wants to forget, but she doesn’t like remembering it either. At some point, they’re going to have to recall how terribly broken they both have been, but right now, it’s good. Right now they’ve both got steady jobs and steady lives and- most importantly- a steady relationship. There’s no more lying or chasing or hiding or seeking.


It’s just them.


As a young girl, she had never really thought about this kind of life. Her universe had been filled to the brim with endless magic and adventure and heroics, and that was the way that Annabeth had wanted it. But somewhere along the way (after she met Percy and before the prophesy had been fulfilled) she had become sick of all of it. She had passionately wanted it to end because there was only so much that a girl could take. But her worst fear was that the adventures ending would mean the end of everything. There was only one way for all of it to stop, and to Annabeth, that had seemed like death. Either her death or Percy’s death. In her mind, it didn’t really seem like there could be any other way.


Sometimes, she wakes up in the morning curled up against his warm body and she has to blink at least six times before she can fully register where she is. She has to look around their apartment and see the way it has been decorated- completely to her tastes with extra bits of Percy here and there. She has to get out of bed, reach down to the floor to button on one of Percy’s work shirts, and then tip toe into the den to look at the desk and see the designs that she was working on the night before lying next to the papers he had been grading before they had gotten distracted by each other and gone to bed. And then, feeling joy fill her up, she jumps back into bed with her boyfriend and traces his grown up, adult face with her fingers and feels the stubble and the jaw line and the Adams apple and it hits her like a freight train that this is her life now.


Percy is a teacher, she is an architect. They both do what they love. Their life is boring. They come home to each other after work, they go to dinner with their friends, they stay home at night and make fun of romantic comedies and bad reality television. Considering the fact that they’re both still breathing, Annabeth would call all the rest of these things icing on the cake.


She never knew how badly she wanted this kind of life until she had stumbled into it. Now, she wouldn’t trade it for the world.


“Mr. Jackson?”


Annabeth turns her head to see a small girl standing behind her. She must be a sixth grader, because that’s the youngest grade that Percy teaches, but the girl seems to be oddly tiny.


“Yes, Jen?” Percy says kindly.


Gods, he’s so good with the kids, Annabeth thinks, her mind churning.


“Who’s this, Mr. Jackson?”


“Oh, this is Mrs. Jackson,” Percy says confidently. Annabeth’s eyes widen, and so do Percy’s as he realizes what he had just said.


“I mean… um… well, the future Mrs. Jackson,” he stutters, and Annabeth raises her eyebrows, amused now. “I mean, if she’ll have me. ANNABETH! This is Annabeth.”


There’s a long pause.


“Interesting,” the girl replies carefully.


“Mr. Jackson and I met when we were your age,” Annabeth informs Jen.


Percy’s body seems to be frozen.


“Annabeth is pretty,” Jen whispers to Percy, shooting Annabeth a small smile. The returning smile that Annabeth gives the small girl seems to wake Percy up.


“Yeah, she is,” he agrees quietly.


Jen walks away to tell her friends about her newly discovered information, and Annabeth focuses her attention back on Percy. He avoids her eyes, cheeks flaming red.


“Are you okay?” Annabeth asks carefully.


“I’m fine,” Percy mutters, choosing to pay attention to his fingers drumming against his desk instead of the woman that is standing before him. “Um. Yeah.”


“Well, I have to go to work,” Annabeth says. “Have a good day, seaweed brain.”


“Mhmm,” Percy replies absently.


She starts to walk to the classroom door, then spins around to look at Percy again. He’s still gazing at his fingers, horrified.


“And by the way… she’ll have you.


iv. 


For Annabeth, it takes a while for it to sink in. For a minimal stretch of time, it doesn’t register, and it’s more like she’s floating around in a fog. She’s never been the kind of woman to live with her head in the clouds, but there’s something so surreal about all of this that she can’t really latch onto it like she would any regular moment.


It doesn’t snap into place when the minister announces them husband and wife.


It doesn’t snap into place when the front man of the band shouts into his microphone “and now presenting for the very first time Mr. and Mrs. Percy Jackson!”


It doesn’t snap into place when Grover is hugging both of them and Sally is in tears and Chiron starts to get out of his wheelchair to embrace them but he can’t because there are humans at the wedding. It doesn’t even register when Clarisse slaps Annabeth on the back and makes her temporarily fear for the wellbeing of her white dress.


When they’re on the dance floor, spinning around in endless circles, he whispers it into her ear as many times as he can, and she whispers it back. But it still doesn’t really click. Really, all she wants to do is talk to him. They haven’t seen each other all day, after all, and that’s the most time they’ve been apart since a trip she took to her father’s when she was twenty-two. After that point, he just came with her whenever she visited her dad. There had been no need for them to separate.


She’s pressed up against his tuxedo, and his hand is smoothly stroking the back of the soft fabric of her wedding dress, and none of it clicks yet because when you’ve wanted something for so long, it doesn’t make sense that one minute it isn’t true and one minute it is.


Three hours ago, she wasn’t married. Now she is. She feels like a different person, somehow, which is strange because they’ve been together for so long and nothing has really changed. Nothing except her name. Yet all she has to do is say a few words and put on a pretty dress and everything is just irrevocably different.


When she finally realizes that she is married to Percy Jackson, Annabeth isn’t even wearing the dress. She’s pressed against the soft mattress of the Honeymoon suit, and Percy is hovering above her and leaving hot trails of kisses all over her body. She’s needed this since he pulled the garter off with his teeth, so it’s no surprise that she’s practically dizzy with desire as he moves over her. He stops kissing her skin in order to meet her gaze, and his eyes are twinkling with happiness, bright with life. He flashes her a grin, kisses her on the lips, and murmurs,


“Hi there, Mrs. Jackson.”


And then she knows.


Fin.
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Summary


The Gods give the seven rewards for being victorious in the war, but things take an unexpected turn when Coach Hedge tells Athena and Poseidon about the sleeping incident between Percy and Annabeth...


(This One Shot is also on Fanfiction.Net under the same pen name)


Notes


Hello mi amigos! Here is a cheeky one-shot!
Hope you like it and please leave a comment telling me what you thought. All comments, hits and kudos are appreciated! :')
If you haven't already please check out my multi-chapter story Like Fools And Horses:) New Chapter should be up soon!


Enjoy my friends :)


See the end of the work for more notes
The chosen seven plus Nico, Reyna, Coach Hedge and a few other select demigods were stood in front of the Gods, who had chosen to be in their Greek forms despite the amount of Romans who were also gathered. Everybody had taken their thrones and we all stared expectantly at Zeus waiting for him to start the meeting.


And of course the boring and long speech started about the bravery of not only the Greek demigods but also the Roman demigods who had looked past their differences and united together to beat the enemy they faced. And who could forget the bravery of the Gods in this hard time that they went through when they locked themselves up on Olympus…?


I put my arm around Annabeth helping to support her some more due to her broken ankle and she leaned into my embrace. Unfortunately we haven't had much time to go and get it properly sorted out by one of the Apollo cabin and get some crutches. Athena eyed me suspiciously from across the throne room but I made no move to step away from Annabeth. Hera had kept us apart for months (claiming that it was for the 'greater good' but we all know that she hates us both anyway so it was a win-win situation) and then I had to lose Annabeth again because of her quest that her mother sent her on and then we ended up in Tartarus. Not the reunion I was exactly going for. So right now, no amount of disapproving looks will make me step away from my Wise Girl.


"And now for your brave efforts, each of the seven must be rewarded" Zeus declared.


"Jason Grace, please step forward-my son" Zeus beamed happy that another one of his children were involved in the war, not just me and Nico. I gave Jason an encouraging nod as he walked up, knowing that he would be nervous and he smiled back.


Jason kneeled and asked "Yes Father?"


"Rise my boy, we have come to the decision that you will be the one to lead the Roman camp. There will still be praetors, however all decisions must be approved by you first" Zeus explained.


"T-thank you Father" Jason smiled.


"Also you won't be confined there so you will still be able to visit your…girlfriend as you please" Zeus coughed awkwardly and Jason blush before returning to Piper's side, much to Reyna's dismay.


"Piper McLean, my beautiful daughter" Aphrodite called out next.


Jason hugged her reassuringly and she walked up to the Gods, paid her respects and then looked straight at her mother.


"Now Piper, of your excellent tongue in charmspeak, I have extended your power so you'll be able to charmspeak anyone..and believe me I know that it is tempting but don't use it on Percy. I've spent way to long getting him and Annabeth together!" Aphrodite told her.


"Seriously Mum?" Piper groaned embarrassed but then said thank you to the council and went back to standing next to Jason.


"Leo Valdez" Hephaestus called up.


Leo jumped slightly at hearing the loud voice and walked up, fire was accidentally sparking from his hands from where he was so nervous.


"Leo, my boy, because of your extraordinary fire powers I have decided that you may assist me with any projects I may be working on whenever you please- and Zeus has also agreed to name you the official tinkerer of Olympus"


"Oh my Gods" Leo gasped unsure of what to do.


"TEAM LEO!" The other six, including me, of the seven all shouted in unison. We started laughing when he blushed leaving the Gods very confused.


"Alright shut up! Just 'cause I get all the ladies!" he laughed and stepped back down after saying thank you.


"Frank Zhang" Ares boomed "There's my boy"


Frank went up, done his bows, and Ares continued "First off, you have my blessing son so you'll be even more incredible in a fight, and we have also agreed with the Fates that your life does not depend on that little stick anymore"


"Thank you!" Frank exclaimed and Ares went back to uncaring and waved his hand dismissively.


"Hazel Levesque, my dear child" Hades called up from his temporary throne "I know the you have had to live with a horrid curse for far too long and now it has been lifted. You can now find metals and jewels which won't be cured and they won't randomly pop up unless you wish for them too"


"Thank you so much!" she smiled gratefully and I knew this meant a lot to her.


"And I suppose we won't be able to separate you two…so Athena and I would like to call up Perseus Jackson and Annabeth Chase" Dad chuckled.


Annabeth and I both blushed from the introduction and I helped her up to the middle of the throne room. We both bowed awkwardly but it wasn't given much notice.


"You have both once again showed your amazing efforts and we wish, for the second time for you Perseus, for you both to become immortal and serve by your parents' sides for eternity. We shall give you time to discuss…" Zeus said but Annabeth cut him off which sort of worried me.


I hoped Zeus wouldn't blast her for what could seem rude of her to interrupt him but I was also worried that she would accept godhood. I could never become immortal…


"I believe you already know our answers Lord Zeus" she laughed "Percy and I just aren't cut out to be immortal"


I genuinely smiled, happy to know that she wasn't going to leave me.


"Ok then, I suppose daughter, that you can choose for something else if you have thought of anything" Athena said obviously upset that her favourite daughter wasn't going to take immortality.


"Errmm, yes" Annabeth nodded.


"Really?" I asked curiously


She nodded again and replied "Percy…I accept your offer but we can't do it at the Roman Camp…"


I accidentally cut her off by picking her up off the ground and spinning her round.


"Really? Like…really really?" I asked excitedly.


"Yes of course!" Annabeth giggled "Now put me down!"


I obeyed her and put her down gently and whispered "I love you Wise Girl"


"I love you too Seaweed Brain"


We were about to kiss but a cough interrupted us and we saw baffled (and some disturbed) faces of the Gods.


"Ahem…anyway" Annabeth continued "I would like to expand Camp Half Blood so demigods will be able to live there and have families just like in the Roman Camp"


"Good idea, daughter of Athena, as the official architect of Olympus you can be in charge of that project" Zeus praised.


"Thank you Lord Zeus!" she bowed once again awkwardly.


"And you my son?" Dad asked


I nervously rubbed the back of my neck with my free hand that wasn't holding onto Annabeth's, wondering if my request would be too much to ask "Well…I wish for Hades and Hestia to be back on the Olympian council- they both deserve to have a say and will help a lot more in your decisions"


Zeus considered this for a second and told me "You are a peculiar one Perseus, you could have anything in the world, even godhood, and yet you choose something that others have been silently wishing for, for years. Very well then, your wish is granted Jackson"


I smiled "Thank you"


All the other demigods joined us in the middle of the throne room and Apollo asked hopefully "Oh can we have a party now?! We can invite both camps!"


The other Gods and Goddesses shrugged before eventually nodding, all agreeing that a party was needed.


"Actually guys, I'm going to take Annabeth back down to Camp. She needs to get her ankle checked out and needs rest. I'm going to stay with her" I announced.


Everyone nodded except for Coach who shouted "Oh no you don't Jackson!" causing absolute silence.


"What…?" I asked confused.


"I don't care if your both big heroes now- you both are still grounded!" he reminded us.


"Seriously Coach?" I whined


"We told you, it was an accident!" Annabeth said.


"Can someone please explain why my son and Annabeth are grounded?" Dad asked.


"Well you see Lord Poseidon" Leo snickered "These two rascals sneaked out after curfew and stayed out all night, we couldn't find them till morning!"


"Leo!" I yelled "It wasn't like that!"


"Yes! We talked and then we fell asleep accidentally!" Annabeth backed me up.


"I recall Percy saying that you kissed a few times and then you hit him" Frank added trying not to laugh.


"What is the meaning of this Annabeth?!" Athena asked angrily "What did that stupid sea spawn do to you?"


"Hey!" I defended "I didn't do anything to her!"


"How dare you accuse my son of such a thing Athena!" Dad shouted


"Sorry Perce- but how do we know that for sure?" Jason laughed.


This made Dad rethink his statement. Thanks Dad…


"Really man?" I sighed


"I agree Perce, when I asked what you guys did- I mean didn't do- you never answered!" Frank replied


"Because you ran off before we could answer you!" Annabeth shouted


Not only did Hazel look scandalised for the second time after this conversation but Nico was also looking extremely uncomfortable.


"Oh. My. Gods!" Aphrodite squealed.


"No Aphrodite this is not what you think!" I tried to convince her but to no avail


"This is going straight onto Olympus news!" Hermes said and high-fived Apollo


"Please don't.." Annabeth shook her head knowing that news around Olympus spread like a wild fire and that everybody would know within an hour.


"I understand now! You guys are starting a family and what you accepted earlier was Percy's marriage proposal hence why you want a city to live in just like in the Roman Camp!" Aphrodite explained sensing my father and Athena into an uproar.


"Your spawn impregnated my daughter!" Athena yelled angrily.


"He would never do that! You're jumping to conclusions! And even if he did shouldn't we support them?!" Dad yelled back.


"Don't expect me to make anything easier for her!" Hera added.


"Don't you start Hera!"


"I can't stand you! Why drag Hera into this?!" Dad yelled


"STOP!" I shouted and everybody turned to me in surprise.


"Ok let me explain. It is not like that! Sure I mentioned to Annabeth about being able to live in the Roman Camp in the city and I might have implied a family- but that is for later….very much later life. We're still practically kids! Nothing happened that night, we just fell asleep, that is all…ok?!"


They all nodded and Athena announced "Fine sea spawn, but my daughter is still grounded"


"You too Perseus" Dad told me


"Why? What did we actually do?" Annabeth asked.


"Sneak out after curfew, and with a person of the opposite gender. You both made everybody worried sick about you because you were out all night and nobody knows what could have happened. And Coach Hedge was your supervisor for that trip and has grounded you. . Are. Still. Grounded" Athena punctuated.


"Oh and because we said so" Dad added.


"Fine for how long?" I sighed defeated


"Two weeks" Coach decided.


"Come on man, two weeks?!" I retaliated "Baring in mind that I was separated from her and everybody else for months!"


"Tough luck" he shrugged


"Annabeth then whispered in my ear "I'll meet you by the pier after curfew" causing me to smile.


Unfortunately that planted a seed of doubt in my fathers mind so he announced "Percy you are staying with me for two weeks"


"Really?" I moaned. Normally I would've loved to go to my fathers palace- this time not so much.


"Yes" he said walking straight towards me gesturing for me to follow him out. I made stepped forward to make it look like I was going but a couple of steps later I ran back to Annabeth and kissed her resulting in a few wolf whistles from Leo.


Dad turned back and grabbed my ear walking me out of the throne room with me repeating "Ow!"


"I love you Seaweed Bain!" Annabeth shouted after me


"Love you too!" I shouted back before being taken to Dad's palace…


 


End Notes


Hope you liked it mi amigos, please remember to leave a comment telling me what you thought :)
If you liked this then please keep an eye out for some of my new one shots that I will be putting on here, or if you can't wait check out my Fanfiction page! (Pen name is Milkamoo97)


See you soon, mi amigos!


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!